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THE EDITOR 



TO 



THE BEADEB. 



BrrmnAL jeuu have passed since some imknown Colpor- 
ttnr, or travelling Bookseller, called on the Editor of this 
book, who was induced to purchase a small Tolume of 
Poetrj, entitled ** The Sonvenir." It contained much to 
bs admired, but was disflgnred by some pieces which 
appeared as so many weeds in a beantifnl garden. Confi- 
dent that the popular character, and the low price of the 
book, wonld obtain for it an extensive circulation, and 
feeling the importance of making it more in nnison with 
divine truth, the Editor offered to the Pobliiiher to prepare 
another edition under the title of " Flowers of Poetry." 
The offer was accepted, and the new work has had a 
r^>id and extensive circulation. 

With no small pleasure the Editor has arranged an 
edition which will, he hopes, be deemnd superior to those 
by whieh it has been preceded. New flowen w\\\ \ibt« >m 



VI. 



ABDKX88. 



Ibiiiid, MBM qriwUtid to attHMt tbt iMdiV bj «lwir 
bMQtj, aad otimfl to gnUify Um ^ tMr ftagnnt aad 
■criptowJ ■ wttlawn 

TIm Editor liM no peauiafriattrart in tlMiraik. Hl« 
labour will bt aiiipljneinpanMd if ibom who Iodic vpoa 
thoM **W]»min of Footry^ oxporisneo m mneh ddi^t 
in contniplatiag w bo o^J^fid in ooUocting and 
anaaging thorn. Thoj aro dooignod not moiolj to ploaoo 
tho taote, bnt, with tho dirino lilooifaig, to improvo tho 
lieart Miaj tbojr tirao bo imnd uoftil to all who aio 
fooking that Faradioe of God, which the Ioto of Him who 
agonised in the garden of Gethsemano hao opened to all 
who trnlj beiioTO in His name. 



The gift of God, hf God infaied, 
Should be for God, the donor, nied ; 
God is of loye and J07 the source, 
Bis gifts should have a godlike foreo. 
And gifked poets should ezeito 
Pvrs heavenlj love and pare delight. 

BiiBor Ebv. 



PREFACE. 



oiTET poMeifOT ■Qeh ehsnnt for tlie joung, ^at 
nerer ireuiea bj repetition ; and thus beoomet too deepi j 
aprested upon the memoiy oTor to be forgotten. The 
sbleit leitons of moralitj, and the moet important doe- 
inefl of onr holj religion, maj, in thii manner, be 
leinnated into their minds, becoming almoft a part of 
lemseWet , and inflneneing, bj a ftoret power, the whole 
raree of their lires. 

Nor are the attractions of Poetrf snperflcial. It not 
1I7 captivate! the mind by its grace and beantj, bat 
u a tendency, by its own intrinsic excellence, to pnrify 
ad exalt the affections. Good Poetry is the offiipring of 
(fined thought, and the mind that delights in the study of 
cannot fail to become the storehouse of heavenly senti- 
ents. The mind judiciously informed by Poetry is like 
garden filled with flowers of richest fragrance, shedding 
sweet influence over the whole. 

And the study of Poetry not only affords pleasure to the 
ind, and adorns as well as enriches the undergtandla^^ 
it f^om the facility with which it« otl T«^^\«W%%^^^ 
« impressed on the memory, becomea «^ '^^«t^'^ 



Till. 



nrnwAom. 



safiBgwttd agitaft tbt imMd of iiddn temptetioiB ; aad 
\fk» m fwlfl wlBfid miwuiigiir oSm bapontuat adriM 
at a eritiflal mooMat. It apMln, aad oftsn •poaki wi& 
•Qooeiiy vlwA BO o^MT monitor would bt haaid. 

Poetiy aflMf m^taymmit in ntituMnt, «■ w«U af in 
the foeial eircla: and rdigfeu Foetry^fha Poetry of tike 
Bible, tbe faldimaet of all poetieal oompoeitionf, hae been 
IbondtliegfeataiteoneolatiiAinoldage. Then the mindy 
ehot oBt from tbe aotive pvmdti of life, nqnine eome 
■timnfau from witiiin. At eiieb a time, when tiie in- 
tellectoal powen are ineapaUe of mneh exertion, the 
etraine of Poetry which had been learned in yonth o£fer 
themeelTos without effi)rt, to cheer and enliven the ahaden of 
declining yean. Even in the honr of death, and amidst the 
last afflictions of the body, the departing spirit has 
been cheered with recollecMons of Poetry. These have 
shed a light on the soul as it sped on its way to the realme 
of bliss. And not nnfreqnently, with the fovonrite hymn , 
or tbe oft repeated verse, has the dying Christian conclud- 
ed those songs of praise in the house of his pilgrimage, 
which be hoped to resume in the mansions of glory. 
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FLOWERS 



or 



SACRED POETRY. 



THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN. 



Whtlb in my garden's calm retreat, 
I am in contemplation led, 
And while all its loved attractions, 
O'er my mind their influence shed, 

OUier gardens 
I, in spirit, often tread. 

First, I enter Eden's garden. 
Yielding peace, and warning too ; 
Adam here, while sinless standing, 
Nought of fear or sorrow knew : 

Bnt what changes 
Did from his offence ensae. 
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Tkokf wHh grateftil fidlii reritilig, 
To CMiieiiUMie I go, 
AwSi mroach beseMih its sbadowa, 
JefQf bearing' all my woe : 
Fron his anguish ' 
AXL mj hopes <tf sa&y flow. 

In tilie guden where Aey laid him. 
Wi& 4& Mam oft I sit, 
Weeping till I see him rising, 
Then draw nigh with joyful feet. 

King of terrors ! 
Now thy coming I can meet ! 

In the chnrch, the Sayiour's garden. 
Trees, and herbs, and flowers, I see; 
Gnarded, watered, trained, and cherished, 
Plants of immortality. 

All, O CaWary ! 
All their vigour comes from thee. 

But above all gardens precious. 
See the heavenly paradise ; ' 
There the tree of life is growing, 
There the springs of glory rise. 

And their fulness 
Every want and wish supplies. 

There, shall no thorn e'er pierce the breast ; 
There, the heart ne'er heaves a sigh ; 
There, we hope to walk with Jesus ; 
All our loved connexions by : 

And to reach it, 
'Tis a privilege to die. 

Jay. 
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MOBNING. 



Whbm morning oomen, the birds ariwy 
And tune their voioes to the skies ; 
With warbling notes and cheerfal lays, 
They sing their great Creator's praise. 

• 

And shall I firom my chamber go. 
Or any work presume to do, 
Before I've sought the God of heaven, 
And my first morning tribute given. 

Come then, my soul, awake and pray, 
And praise thy Maker ev'ry day ; 
Bless Him for raiment, healtli, and food ; 
Bless him for Christ, our chiofest good. 

Lest ev'ry bird's harmonious song, 
Reproach me as I walk along. 
Thoughtless of Him whose guardian power 
Upholds and saves me every hour. 



LINES 

ON A FOUNTAIN. 

Gbntle reader, see in me, 
An emblem of true charity : 
That while my bounty I bestow, 
I'm neither heard nor seen to flow ; 
And I have fresh supplies from heaven, 
For every cup of water given. 

Bishop Hoadi.Vi^ 
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THE TOICE Of GOB. 
•<ladlit Mid t iMMi: Og^ v«iM ia^ gMftHi 

AMtstT tfa« tiirl11hi|r*leaTm, iSkj ynkse^ 
At efesAna^B hXi^ drew near : — 

Father ! and <fid not man r^<^ce 
That bteflied ammd to hear F 

Did not his heart within him bum 

Touched by the solemn tone P 
Not so ! — for never to return. 

Its purity was gone. 

Therefore, midst holy stream and bower, 

His spirit shoolc with dread, 
And called the cedars, in that hour, 

To veil his conscious head. 

Oh i in each wind, each fountain flow, 

Each whisper of the shade, 
Grant me, my God, thy voice to know, 

And not to be afraid. 

Mrs. Hbmans. 



THE SAVIOUR. 

Thou art the way, and he who sighs 
Amid this cheerless waste of woe, 

To find a pathway to the skies, 
In thee the light of heaven shall know. 
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Thoa art the troth, whole iteadfast day 
Shines on through earthly hlight and bloom, 

The pure, the eyerlaating ray, 

The lamp that shines beyond the tomb* 

Thou art the life, the blessed well. 

With liTing water gushinff o'er, 
Which those who dri^ shall ever dwell 

Where sin and death are known no more. 

Ambbican. 



THE WIND. 

** The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou heareet 
the sound thereof, but canut not tell whence it 
cometh or whither it goeth, so is erery one that is 
bom of the Spirit." — ^hn iii. 8. 

Hark ! how the wind sweeps by 

In freedom and in might ! 
Hark ! how it ruBhes through the sky 

Swift as an arrow's flight. 
Now with tumultuous sound, 

It stirs the troubled air, — 
Now gently blows on all around 

In breathings soft and fair. 

Eaeh tree bows down its head 

Before the mighty blast 1 — 
The things of earth, so still and dead. 

Move as it rushes past. 
The ships upon the sea 

Are spreading every sail. 
And gain the port where they would be 

Blest hj the prosperous gale. 



WheQcc do the bretzes come f 

And whilber do they go f 
Wc knoH' pot of their secret home, 

Or wherefore tli*jr should blow. 

God'a Holy Spirir, thus 

Hidden from human eight. 
Come? like a rnehiag wind on ub. 

With qnictening power and might; 
He bids the loftj hearts 

Bow down beneath Wa will, 
And life and energy imparts. 

Where all wag dead and Btill. 

And when Hia breezes blow 

Withia the labouring breast. 
How swiftly on ourjroureo we go 

To reach the Und of rest I 
Like vtsBcls on the sea, 

How are we borne along t — 
Borne by that Spirit's misht, so free. 

So wonderful, so slrong I 
Ob, blessed Spirit, come, 

Unseen by mortal eje. 
Make eiery heart Ihy secret home, 

And with thy power be ni|{b ; 
Yea, bear us eiermore 

Through waves of earthly strife, 
'"^ ~"" """ "0 the beatenlj shore 



I 
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THE STOBMS OF LIFE. 

Sailing upon life's dangerom tesy 
Amidst sorrotinding rocks and shoaJs,^ 

Lord, 1 would lift my heart to thee, 
To guide me as die tempest rolls* 

How oft I fear that I shall fail. 
How oft my spirit sinks and faints, 

How oft will dark mistrust proTsil, 
And faithless tremors and complaints. 

Tet thou hast kept me safe thus far, 
And surely still wilt safely keep ; 

Veil not thy Spirit's guiding star, 
But lead my pathway through the deep* 

From every peril of the wave, 
From every devious track restore ; 

Till the calm harbour of the grave 
1 reach, and gain the promised shore. 

Edmeston. 



" IT IS WELL." 

Beloved, **it is well !" 
God's ways are always right ; 

And love is o'er them all, 
ITiough far above our sight. 

Beloved, "it is well!" 

Though deep and sore the smart, 
He wounds who skills to bind, 

And heal the broken heart. 



24 wumwM Of 

B«lofed,«StUweUr 
SlMiaglirMnpMr deodi «Br w»jr» 

IMrSIiMke die jojr more detr, 
Ast ttslmnilii a« 4tt^. 

£^edi»<Mtf»weiir 
Hie ps^ Hwt Jams trody 
IlKMidii 101^ aad dart it l>e. 
It mdf to biHveft and Ood. 

Bnaor Doa]ib« 



THE CHRISTIAN'S POLAR STAR. 

Polar Star x>f life's dark sea ! 

All unknowing how to steer, 
Savi^nr, I would look to thee, 
O'er the watery waste appear : 
Let no cloud ohscure thy lighty^ 
Shine encouragingly bright. 

O'er the rolling billows shine, 

Faith to thee her eye will turn, 
Though the stormy night be mine, 
If my beacon I discern, 
If my guiding star appear, 
I shall quickly lose my fear. 

Though the foaming billows rise, 

I shall scarce their threatening see, 
If I turn me to the skies. 
If I fix my gaze on thee : 
Guiding star, still give thy light. 
Lead me through the stormy night. 

EOtfSSTON 
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THE SEASONS. 

3h season passes by, 

•ur life proceeds ; 

\ and summer qaiekljr flj, 

amn next succeeds. 

the moments slow or fast, 

t's cold will come at last; 

! will crown our head wifh snow, 

will fail and strength will waste, 

kth will strike the final blow* 

y roll the seasons round, 
ing will come again ; 
)t then one year be found 
tiave passed in vain, 
lefore the season's o'er, 
divine may we implore, 
ce to aid our feeble powers, 
when time shall be no more, 
ng eternal may be oars. 



EPITAPH. 

ras a soul of fire that burned 

•on for us its earthly tent, 

too soon for her returned 

m from wiiom it first was sent*. 

feep the ashes till redeemed from xVi«fc> 

aJ puts OB immorUUty. 
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CONFIDENCE IN GOD. 

Mt times of Borrow and of joy, 

Great God Nreinthr bacdii, 
My ohoiceat oomforta oome 

And go at thy Gommanil. 
If tliou aboaldSt tale tbem 

Yet wonld 1 not repioe, 
Before they vere paaaeased by me, 

Tbey were enlirely Thine. 
Nor would I drop one murniuring word, 

Though the whole world were gone, 
But seek eadarmc; happiness 

Id Thee, and The* alone. 
-What i« the world with all its atnre, 

'Tis but B bitter eweet. 
When I attempt to pluck the rose, 

A piercing thorn I meet. 
Here, perfect bliss can ne'er be found, 

The baney'x mixed wicb gall : 
'Midst channiinK nceoea and djiDg friends, 

Be Thou my all in all. 

Bbddohi 



THE SAME SUBJECT. 

FlBllD XXB. 13. 

"Mr times are io thy hand," 
Lord I would leave them there : 
I know thy faithfulneaa and lore, 
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tiines are in thy band," 
'mther Rud m; Frifnd. 
wert mj help in triale post, 
nst thee to (he end. 

timea are in thy band," 
■Tiour and my Lord ; 
7 and worn I come to thee, 
lUad Ihy precious word. 

oflifeaQdlifrht;"" ' 

did'st froni dnrlineBS ckII toy boh), 

DStt opon mj night 

times aro id thy hs.nd,'' 

ther, Spirit, Son ; 

e'er my future lot m»y be, 

jraoLoua will be done. L. T, 



-Ihe falling drop pntB odC the snn : 
t aigh earth's deep bundatJon shnkcB. 
ao terrible, b' ' ' 



nea I HU 






mth ciil, outbtazlng olher 
tan praiBe avert it P— Thou my all ! 
Mj inspiration I and mv oroHU I 
in age ! «y rise in Inw'eetatel 
ibition, plesBure, wealth! My icoildl 
datknees 1 and my life in death I 
time ! blira through eternity I 
short to speak (by praise, 
,j pro/bund of love (o man '. 



THE VALUE ( 



THE BIBLE. 

imfart drv, 

tbitst P 



Each earthl; fount of comfart 
Where chq I quench my fet. 

Ii not the world oDe glitlerii)); 

Do not ita swelline bubblea burst ? 

Syetems, ani men, and boolLa. Bad things 
Are ROlldngi drent in painted wingB. 

Lord, "thou art true," and, O ihejoj, 
Xq turn fram other worria to Uiiae : 

To di^ the gold wilhont alloy 

From truth's unfathomable mice— 

To escape the tempeit's titful shacks. 
And anchor midit the eternal rocks. 

CCNNIKOE 



THE WOBLD WE HAVE NOT SEEM, 

Tbebb is a world we hare not Been, 

That time shall never dare destroy, 

Where mortal fooUtep bath cot been. 

Nor ear hath cau^jht its sounds of joj. 



TbereisareRion 
Than sages tell 

Brighter Ihsu sun 
And softer than 



It is all bbly and sc 

The land ot glory ai 
And there, to dini the radiaa 
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TRUE WISDOM, 

« 

ow anxious is the mind 

On earthi J things intent ; 

le pleasures, honours^ gains to find, 

On which its thoughts are hent I 

ow much will it endnre 
Of watchful toil and care, 
me worthless bauble to secure 
Or some more fatal snare. 

od shall mj mind, O Lord, 

Be careless to pursue 

le things which thine unerring word 

For life hath brought to view ? 

lall I be slow to hear, 

The offers of His love, 

lio was content our sins to bear, 

That we might dwell above P 

all I refuse to stand 
Waiting at Wisdom's door, 
11 I have learD*d at her command 
To grieve my God no more ? 

ly grace, O Lord bestow, 
That all my care may be 
ly will in Christ thy Son to know, 
tLnd so to live to Thee. 
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THE WONDERS OF CBEATION. 

'Tis sweet to mnae upon the skill displayed 
(Infinite skill) in all diat Qod has made; 
To trace in Nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of power Divines- 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease, 
Where unassisted sight no heauty sees : 
Then witii a glance of fancy to survey, 
Far as tiie faculty can stretch away. 
Ten thousand rivers poured at His command 
From urns that never fail, through every land ; 
These, like adelu}?e, with Impetuous force. 
Those, winding modestly a silent course ; 
The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales. 
Seas on which every nation spreads her sails ; 
The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light, 
The crescent Moon, the diadem of night ; 
Stars countless, each in its appointed place. 
Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space ;•— 
At such a sight to catch the Poet's flame, 
And with a rapture, like his own, exclaim, 
"These are Thy glorious works. Thou source of 

good, 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood ! 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care, 
This univertal frame, thus wondrous fair ; 
Thy power divine, and bounty beyond thought. 
Adored and praised in all that Thou has wrought ; 
Absorbed in that immensity 1 see, 
I shrink abased, and yet aspire to Thee ; 
Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day, 
Thy words more clearly than thy works display i 
That while thy truths, my grosser thoughts refine, 
I may resemble Thee, and call Thee mine/' 

CowpBB. 
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NATURE'S VOICES. 
Thbrb art drep micea all around, 

In mrch and heaTen alwre ; 
Ob I liatenlo each eentle Hnaad 

Of warning, or of lo«^ 

The aon who rigea sarth to bleaa, 
And light and comfort hrinftn, 

Speaks of the Sdh of RighteoiisDeBa 
With healing in His win^. 

The stars proclaim with roice divine, 

As throufiih the heaven's they moia. 
Like ua the soni of Gnd ehall ahios 

In their bright home Bbove. 
The wind that in ita viewless conTse, 

Sweepi miahtily alon)i, 
Telia of the Holy Spirit's force. 

So secret, tree, and atrnng. 
The birds that on unwearied wing, 

Carol Iheirjnjful lays, 
Bid Dor dull hearts arise and spring 

To Heaven in prayer and praise. 
Each tree that tifu its head on high, 

Speaks of what God has given, 
The tree whose leaoes shall never die, 

"The Iree of Lite" in Heaven. 
The hesnteons flowers, sn fresh and fair 

They have theirvoioes too, — 
God, who to BB eileods His care. 
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I the very tboafsht of Tfaee 
BneetnesB fills the breast t 
Jeter tar Tbj face to tee, 
in Thy prenenee real. 



« kind Thou artl 



whttt to thoae V. 
otODf^enorpen 
lo«of Jeauo! i 
an« bat Hia lovi 


ho find 
, can sh 
*hat it 
■donea 


p Ahi a 

ja, 
know. 


■ 1 may all Thy aming name, 
ij wondrous lore adore, 
■eekin? Thee, themeekes inflan 
> Beet Thee more aod more! 


■, Jf BUS I mny n 
leemny welove 


'z:.f 


cs hiesa. 


ereriDourliree 
>e image of Thii 


:t:i 





Good will to men, and peace on eart 
Kejoicing angels sing. 

Who hath believed the truth divine ? 
Behold your God ! arise and shine ! 

Gentiles, your Saviour bless ; 
The Lord of Lords, the King of Kin 
Descends with healing in his wings, 

The sun of righteousness I 

Sing, O ye heavens ! let earth rejoice 
The Saviour's come, lift up your voic 

The mighty Prince of I'eace I 
A child is born, a son is given, 
The everlasting One from heaven 

YThose reign shall never cease I 



ADORATION OF THE MAG! 

To Zion*S hill thp mncri nnma 
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The Idamean monarch heard, 

Who sat on Payid's throne ; 
And Jndah, trembling, cangfat the word 

That made Messiah known, 
With carefiil eye, and anxious thought, 
The Jewish scribes the prophets sought* 

The place is marked— the very place — 

The star moves on again : 
Its course the eastern strangers trace, 

And follow in its traiui 
On — onward still it goes before : 
It stops above a lowly door. 

Tes, he whom ancient prophets saw, 

There rests in humblest guise : 
He, irom whose lips is Jacob's law, 

A feeble infant lies ; 
And these, by star and prophet led, 
Are kneeling round that lowly bed. 

They kneel, in gladness all untold ; 

Their monarch they adore ; 
And frankincease and myrrh and gold 

Before his feet they pour. 
Kejoicing, royal gifts tiiey bring, 
An ofifering unto Christ their £ng. 

Jesus ! we know thee, king of kings 1 

We own thy glorious sway : 
We have no costly ofiferings 

Before thy feet to lay ; 
But help us near thy throne to live. 
And all we are to thee to give. 



i 




HEACING AT SDNSET. 



And Id 1 from vale and plaia, 
Around the hcavL'nlj Healer ihronged 
A aick aod BDrrowing train. 



To fpaming rage, Here (here. 
H« raised hi* hand, xbe lime maa ktiped, 

The blind forgot hia woe, 
And nitb a sudden rapture gazed 

Up from bis bed of misery roee 
The parslflic pale, 



The luDitio'i unrnffled brow 
With smileB of love o'erspread, 

Kejolced the ii»dred hearts that long 
Had trembled at ilia tread. 



Ere evening fell I Oh ye who find 
The a h ill 9 of B^ deseend, 

And TriCh tbe luBtre of your tockii 
Grey hairs ore seen to bltnd. 




SACRED POKTBT. 



Hute ere the darkening shadef of night 

Have every hope hereaved, 
Nor leave the safetj- of the sonl 

Unsonght for, unachieved. 

Mrs. Sioournb^ 



A. MOTHER'S PRAYEH. 

Mr son ! the wanderings of thy way 

It is not mine to trace, 
Through sprightly youth's exalting day, 

Or manhood's bolder race : 
What discipline thy heart may need, 

What cloads may veil thy sun. 
The eye of God alone can read — 

And let his will he done. 

Tet might a mother's prayer of love 

Thy fiiture years control ; 
Those boasted gifts that often prove 

The ruin of the soul. 
Beauty and fortune, wit and fame, 

For thee it would not crave, 
But tearful urge a fervent claim 

To joys beyond the grave. 

O ! be thy wealth an upright heart, 
Tby strength the sufferers' stay, 

Thioe early choice that better part 
Which cannot fade away ; 

liy zeal for Christ a quenchless fire, 
Thy friends the men of peace, 
by heritage an angel's lyre 
When earthly changes cease. 



PLOWEHS OF 



BENEVOLENCE 



Lord otUoats."— 1 

Whobx I> the ^Id tbat glitters in die mtne t 
And irfame the nlver P Are thej Dot the Lord^ P 

And lo ! the cattle on n thonsand hilla, 

And the broad earth with all her giuhingaprings, 

Are thej not his nho made them ? 

Te who hold 
Slight tenantry therein^ and call jonrlauda 
By yanr own names, and Inck jour gather'd gold 
From him who in his bleeding; Ssrionr's name 
Doth ask a part, whose shall those riches be 
When like the grass blade (^am the autumn frMt 
You fall away. 



TJnseen, aod Dnremembered then, shalt steep ; 
Nor will they thank the* that thou didst bereare 
Thy soul Qf good for them. 

Now, thou majat RiTe 
The famish'd food, the prisoner liberty. 
Light to the dnrlen'd mind, to the tost soul 
A place in heaven. Take thou the privilege 
With solemn gratitnde. Speck as thou art 
Upon earth's surface, plorioualy emit 
To be cc-worker with die King of Kings. 
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THE DEAF, DUMB, AND BLIND GIEL. 

No page of friendship, or of love, 

Must breathe soft language o'er th j heart ; 

Nor that blest book, which guides above. 
Its message to thy soul impart. 

But Thou who didst on Calvary die. 
Flows not thy mercy great and free P 

Thou who didst rend ix death the tie, 
Is any grief too strong for thee P 

And Thou, oh Spirit pure ! whose rest 

Is with the lowly contrite train, 
Lighten the darkness of her breast, 

And cleanse of every ill the stain; 

That she, whose pilgrimage below 
Was night which never hoped a morn, 

That never-ending day may know 
Which of eternity is bom. 

The change's vastness who can tell P 
When from the ear its seal shall part. 

Where countless lyres seraphic swell. 
And holy transport thrills the heart : 

When the chain'd tongue, forbid to pour 

The broken melodies of time. 
Shall to the highest numbers soar 

Of everlasting praise sublime : 

When those dark eyes, which ne'er might trace 
The features of their kindred clay. 

Shall see, of Deity, the face. 
And glow with rapture's deathleBt ray* A 



""'■pwr ""it. 

f spent su" ' ^"P'ured ri P'or ^ °"8 

I' "Boron. , ''aturB ^ary ' .""rd , 
l«-«.™ "■•«. a» 1.01, ?'"»«. 
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.izing on the miracle, thej mark'd 
j^thered fragments of their feast, and heard 
heavenly words as lip of mortal man 
never nttered. 

Thon, whose pitying heart 
am'd o'er the conotless miseries of those 
/hom tiion didst die to save, touch thon oar souls 
Vith the same spirit of untiring love. 
KHne Bedeemer, may our fellow man, 
love'er by rank or circumstance disjoined, 
le as a brother in his hour of need. 

Mrs. Sigournbt. 



JESUS WEEPING. 
** Bt beheld the dtj and wept ever it.'*— Lake zlx 41. 

Did Christ o'er sinners weep, 
And shall our cheeks be dry ? 

Let floods of penitential grief 
finrst forth from every eye. 

The Son of God in tears ! 

The angels, wondering, see : 
Hast thou no wonder, O my soul P 

He shed those tears for thee. 

He wept that we might weep 

Over our sin and shame ; 
He wept to show His love for us. 

And bid us show the same. 

Then tender be our hearts. 

Our eyes with sorrow dim, 
Till every tear from every eye, 

Be wiped away by Him. 




THE POET. 



PnopneTS ai 
Mfule nf tbe n 
True Poeta ai 



Aims noble, eloqaence reBned, 
Strong, modest; sweetness to endear; 
Expressions IJrelj, loft;, cleitr. 



With knovledfte clear of good and ill ; 
And all coBcentered— souls to please. 
Instruct, inflame, melt, calm, and ease. 

Such graces no nhere can be foand 
Except on consecraCed )^aund 
Where Poetsfii on God their thought, 
By sacred iiiBpiradon taagbt ; 
Where each ia Christ rejoicing, sings 
In beBTenI; ■Iraioi of heaTenl; things. 
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FA ITH. 



O roB a tai& sb firm, uamored, 

Ag bii the "friend c^ God,'' 
yiba, firml; with llie child he lored, 

Uoriah'smonDtain trod; 
And baaad hia wm, and roiaed hii hand, 
Obedient to faia Lord's oommuid. 
Or bis, Arabia's templed eon, 

Sarcbsrged with tariaus noes ; 
His cbildren dead, his riches gone, 

la pain and sictiaen low ; 
From whose pale lipi in anguish bnrat, 
"ThoBghheshouldsla^me, Him I'll trust. 
Bat Lord, to me Ch; wayward child, 

Still prone to choose the wrong, 
'Wilh gniltj thoughts and words defiled, 

Do such high things belong P 
Yea, is it not deep pride of heart 
Which bids sach loft; wishes start P 
Oh ! bambler things in th; blest word 

Are fitter far for me; 
7et (here, the humblest prajer preferr'd 

Whs heard and mark'd b; thee : 
Hotb, "If thon canst," and, "If thou wilt,' 
Were granted, though on donbdng biiilt. 
ThoD art anchanged — thy gracioDS ear. 

Still lists the cr; of grief; 
"Lord 1 beliere" — oh, deign to hear I 

"Help thoD mine unbelief:" 
Iknow — I know thoa wilt not spurn. 
One who before thj crow would mourn. 



OF 

iDrreaie 017 neak, my wsTeiiiig faith, 

Fiiiton Thee alone; 
T^nd me to coaquer sin snd death, 

AnJ foes to me unkonvn ; 
Feeble and faint mr cry may he, 
T^et, Lord, I ptiil Boold clinR 10 Tbee. 

M. A. StoI 



THE M051NING HOUR. 

The cool and fraijrsnt hour of morn, 
ITDVesed bj life's inlruaive care, 
My hour of grHteful praise eha)I be, 
Street, snlitary, praise and prayer. 

'Twill gird my spirit for the liftht. 

The elare, the airife, of this world's way ; 

^eak, tempted, weary, lone, or sad, 



Ere falls the gtealing step of daw 
The night's soft dew upon her w 
Up riseth from her nest the lark, 
And ioariog to the sunlight, ainn 

Thus may mv »onl sing on and a 

Abore the world, beyond all tim, . 

And dwell in heaven's patellKht, and hreathe | 

The air of that celestial dime. 



*::: 
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SUBMISSION. 



fyom mc 
xxvi.42. 



*. 



'0 mj Father, if this cup maj not dam away 
•xwpt 1 drink it, thy wUl be done. '—Matt, : 

^^ there no way bat this, most gracious Lord ? 
f* . jSNort every earthly tie thus sever 'd be, 
'^' ^^ twined around with thorns P Is there no spo< 
^^hereon my wearied spirit may repose, 
^gfj wounded heart, in sweet afifection's balm 
«^ 8teep*d awhile, ere its last pulse shall throb 
^tWi knowest, Lord~ and thou alone canst know- 
^the inward depths of that deceitful font, 
^Vrhere many a sin lies sleeping but not dead. 
^tlien let me humbly bend my will to thine, 
;Aiy righteous Lord, my Father, and my God. 
^^or comfortless. If through this dreary world 
^tThoa seest it meet that I should struggle on 
jtn loneliness of spirit, still unsoothed 
^j human love, uncheer'd by earthly hope,— 
O deign to let thy Spirit dwell with me, 
^hewing me ever more thy hand of love ! 
^hou knowest, Lord, my heart's deep hi tterness- 
^tfl griefs, its sins, its struggles, all thou seest. 
^H utter helplessneinA to thee, 1 come, 
^y Saviour. O, my Saviour, aid me now ; 
X,et the full sense of thy unchanging love 
^test on my spirit with abiding power : 
^bat so my yearning heart, cleaving to thte, 
^av never pine for that which thou deniest. 
Oive me thy peace — that satisfying peace 
'Which thou alone canst give, but given, 
l^o power can take away — sinful and weak, 
tJn worthy of the least of thy rich mercies, 
^till would I cast myself on thee for all. 



46 



FLOWSBS OF 



THS PltaRIM. 
HeKzLUfia. 

Ob I teUmenotofeartUyjayB, 

Seek not to chain my spirit hm ; 
My wealth transcends these gaadj tojrs, 

My home is in a higher sphere. 
I cannot stay to cull the flowers. 

The fading flowers of guilty earth, 
I^or banquet in the sinful bowers 

Of indolence and godless mirth. 

The Pilgrim's staff, the Pilgrim's scrip, 

Support and feed me as I go : 
In the pure waves I bathe my lip. 

From yonder smitten rock which flow 
Then marvel not, I cannot stay, 

fTo drink of earth's polluted streams, 
These fountains nerve me for my way, 

And Bethlehem's star, my pole-star glean 



I go to join the loved, the lost,— 

JNot lost, not lost, but gone before ; 
I go to join the heavenly host 

Encamped on Jordan's further shore* 
The Father of the faithful there 

Waits to embrace his ransomed son, 
And saints and angels songs prepare 

To greet me when my journey's done. 
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And He, the loveliest and the best, 

Slain for my sins, and yet my friend, 
Points to the scar npon his breast. 

To lore me to my journey's end. 
Intreat me not — no more delay 

The way-worn pilgrim from his home : 
My Saviour calls»l must away — 

Jesns, my God ! I come, I come. 

B. W. KifLB. 



THE CHXJBCH OF OUR FATHERS. 



Half screen'd by its trees in the sabbath's caln 

smile, 
The Church of our Fathers, how meelly it stands ! 
O Villagers, gaze on the old hallowed pile — 
It was dear to their hearts, it was raised by theii 

bands. 
"Who loves not the ground where they worshipp'c 

their God P 
Who loves not the ground where their ashes 

repose P 
Pear even the daisy that blooms on the sod, 
For dear is the dust out of which it arose ! 
Then say shall the temple our forefathers built, 
"Which the tempests of ages have batter'd in vain 
Be abandoned by us from supineness or guilt — 
O say, shall it fall by the rash and profaive ? 



" The Lwd bklh m 



That tbiae OVID noits ate ni:edfu] thuB to tbee F 

What didst Ihau need, nhen eojouming oneartb'. 

One of [he brute creation, little norlh. 

To bear tliee on tb; naj. What didst tboa Deed 

Vi'ith lowlj nonder afaall ihy children read, 

A test the well heeide— a lig to eat— 

A little water to refresh thy Feet— 

Drausbt from tbe iiell,bi» burning thirst to bIbIi 

The floor of some poor barge his bed to male — 

A pillow for bif bead— Were these tbe thing* 

Needed awhile b; Him, tbe King of Einn P 

Wbat, did be need God e counsels to fuIRI P 

Christian, reply, withdeeper re>erence still: 

From all earth's bonndless n astes and forests tridt 

One cross of wood there to he erucified — 

A crown of thorns — a robe of niocterj"s die — 

All to fulfil the ancient prophecy. 

Tea, it must be fulGlled. He needed all : 

The dying thirst— the vinegar and Rail ; 

The hand oE frieodcbip that, 'mid twilight's gloom 

Sboold take bim from tbe cross, and lay him ii 






ind all bea 



A robe of glorj', and an arm of might, 

What Deedest tbou P The feeble ones of eaith 

TJhJDe IP become by new and heaveplii binh. 
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O, msk we what he needs ? We dare reply, 

The tear of peniteoce, the sappliant's sign. 

Christian, thy Lord has nee<j^of thee. Awake ! 

And hear and suffer all things for his sake. 

He needs thy all : thy hody, spirit, soul, 

All to he sohjected to his control : 

Thy thoughts, thy memory, speech, and song, and 

lyre. 
Bring all to him, that he may all inspire : 
O give not up thyself to aught heside ; 
He needs thee who for thee was cruciiied. 
What would H£ have, heaven's harmony to 

swell ? 
T^ voice of praise, the history iltou canst tell, 
0, can it he, his hliss is not complete 
Till every ransom'd one has claim'd his seat. 
Till every voyager the wave has past. 
And every crown hefore his feet is cast ? 
And hast thou need of us ? Lord, let us see 
Our infinite, unceasing need of thee. 

M188 Emra. 



THE IDOL. 

Whatever passes as a cloud hetween 
The mental eye of faith, and things uuseen, 
Causing that hrighter world to disappear. 
Or seem less lovely, and its hopes less dear : 
This is our world, our Idol, though it be«tx 
Affection's impress, or devotion^s ait. 
2? 



THK OAK. 7] 

Kino of the fore"tl which through yes ra gimeb;- 
llast reiBn'dunbarni'd in lofty mnjeaty; 
Thou, when with clouds Ihs sky waa oiereut, 
And frailf r forias were beat before the bl&st. 
Amidst the tempest's fronDB uprear'dst thy head. 
As ifw shew how vain its power was shed. 
Full many a form, who oft beneath (hy shida 
In youth hath linger'd, or io childhood play'd, 

Some are now sleeping ia the silent tomb ; 

Fair Bowers of spring ! the beautiful, the bright, 

Transplanted to a sphere of purer light. 

Many have left their home and native land. 

And eeter'd is the once gay household baad; 

To meet perhaps a solilar; grave 

In foreign climes, or 'neath the btiny wave. 

Thy foliage ch ange though now so fresh and green ; 
And winter too thy leatless form has tiew'd ; 
But spring return 'd, and all thj bloom reaew'd. 
Tbus, then, as these their power and strength re- 

And opening beauties yearly glad the view. 
So may onr souls upborne on faith' 
mortality 



ing. 



And an thy root tirm buried in the ground, 
Steadfast withstands the storms that gather round. 
So, (hough with clouds our path be overcast, 
Be oors tn rise nnharm'd from 'neath the blast. 
Be ours to root our faith in that bright way 
Which leads to realms of everlasting day — 
"" ■ ■ 'n God, though tempests round usflU— 



To feel, t 



1, tbat CArut uaUinaa. 
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CONSOLATION. 

I do let mj bow in fhe clond ; and it shall be for a tokm 
of a oorenant between me and the earth." — Gton. is. IS. 

As when the bloe autumnal skj 
Is clad in cloudy drapery, 

The garment of a storm ; 
And every thing is dark and drear, 
Each rain-drop is a falling tear, 

And nature seems to mourn ; 

So when the spirit breathes within. 
Teaching the sinfulness of sin, 

And what its wages are, 
Sorrows o'er^helm the guilty mind ; 
A guide we need, but cannot find 

The "bright and morning star." 

But nature's smile is soon restored. 
The weeping for her absent Lord 

So quickly dried away : 
He darts his ray again to show. 
That God still paints the mystic bow. 

To bid the waters stay. 

for he in pity deals with man ; 
The *' smoking flax" he loves to fan. 

And bind **the bruised reed ;" 
His Spirit guides our wand'ring feet 
To Jesus Christ the mercy-seat, 

Our help in every need. 



AFFLICTION. 



pstb dFsd 



Leads to Hie land 
No trav'ller ever 
Whu found not th 
For He, who knew whi 



id Cant pBtb alone, 

'd that blest abode, 
nd briers on his road. 



t of his 



That, hnri) hj natore, and of atubborn will, 
A life of ease woold make them harder still. 
In pity to the eoula his grace desiga'd 
To rescue from the ruins of maukiud ;. 
Call'd for a cloud to darken all their jeara, 
And said, " Go, spend them in the tale oFteara 1" 
O halmj gales of soul reviving air ! 
lalutarj streamn that murmur there ! 
These flowing from the fount of grace abnra, 
These breathed from lipa of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil, indeed, their feet annoys. 
Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joja ; 
An envious world will iuterpose ita frown. 
To mar deligbta superior to its own ; 
And many a pang e:ipcrienoed still within, 
Remind* them of their haled inmate. Sin i 
But ills of etery shape and every name, 
Transform'd tobleaaings, miss their cruel aim; 
And every moment's calm that soothes the breast, 
Is given 
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THE EVENING HOUB. 

It is an hour of boly hush and oalniy 
*0f dewy stillness breathing from each vale, 

Of birds' low vesper, and of fragrant balm, 
Borne whispering low upon the twilight gale ; 

With faint sound mingled of the distant chime 

Of Sabbath-bell at this calm CTen-time, 

It is an hour of rest to all the earth : 
The Tillage-hamlet and its noise are still, 

And hnsh'd to sleep is childhood's voice of mirth. 
And nought is heard but the low singing rill ; 

Or voice of bell from yonder ivied tower, 

With sullen sound proclaiming the past hour. 

It is an hour when twilight shadows rise, 
And earth and ocean rest beneath the gloom. 

And the first star appears in yonder skies, 
Telling of realms beyond the silent tomb ; 

While night comes on with her lone starry train. 

And the young moon sheds forth her light again. 

It is an hour when holy thoughts arise, 
An hour to bend in still and solemn prayer. 

To call each thought back to those starry skies. 
And view with wonder those bright myriads 
there. 

Spread out afar by the same wondrous power, 

Who gave to man eve's silent tranquil Viout. 



THE VILLAGE CHURCH-XARD. 

What n fsrying 

How Bolemn, hi , 

How oft haa the mourner wept o'er its sod, 
How oft has the fool of the aurthfal trod 

In paths on a festiva dKy I 

'Ti» the iDHhhalh morn, and the pealing bell 

Toils derp from the ivied tower ; 
Whiie the oalen porch and the neighboarinft jet 
Are throng'd bj the crowds who attend to rtnei 

Their tows at that sacred hour. 

With that faolj calm, Cbat coinposore of soul, 

Which is jo; though devoid of mirth ; 
With devotion diffusing Bwe«t peace through I 

Thej hail the return of the daj of rest, 
Which to them is a heaiea on eartii. 



itelj I Btood bj a. sister's grave, 
My heart has not ceased to feel ; . 
r corse to its lowly cell, 
isten'd her funeral liDill— 
saguieb in its peal. 



My 
I follo' 
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Aod DOW as I join with the sorrowing hand, 

I can hear uie low humdng sigh ; 
Tis the moment the heanti&l prayer has been 

said, 
And the earth has been closed o'er the loTed one 
dead- 
How deep is the agonj I 

Bat tiie evening is pass'd, and the mourners are 
gone, 
And the sun rises smiling and gay ; 
And now, oh how changed is the Tillage green. 
How changed is the church-yard where sadness 
had been. 
On the eve of the Sabbath-day I 

On the pathway that leads to the oaken porch, 

Young maidens have strewn fresh flowers ; 
And lightly steps o*er them the beautiful bride. 
With the innocent gayness of rural pride, 
As blithe as in childhood's hours. 

And now the old tower rings a merry peal. 

And in many a heart there is mirth ; 
But a sigh will arise, though I smile on the maid, 
As I turn to the spot where so lately was laid. 
That corse in its cold, cold earth. 

For oh ! what is life ? — 'tis a varying scene, 
Like a church-yard, from solemn to gay : 
And religion alone can diffuse through the whole. 
That devotional calm, which each worshipper's 
soul. 
Enjoyed on that Sabbath-day, 



iPLOsTEBs or 

SUBMISSION. 
Ahisbt the TDrions scenei of illn, 
Each Btrol« Bome kind deBigQ fulSIs ; 



■eign Ic 



Lt my God, 



Peace, rebel tbanghts, I'll not camplaiD, 
M J Talher's amiles suspend my pain ; 
Smilen that a tbousaxid joyq impart, 
And pour the balm tba.t beala my heart. 
Though heaven afflict, I'll not repine, 
A beort-felt comfort efill ia mine ; 
Comfort that Hhall o'er death prevail. 
And joamey wilb ine through the vale. 
My Savioor I smooth my rupg^"* "sji 
And lead me to tlie reniins of day : 
To milder ekivg and brighter plains, 
Where eierlaating Eunahine reigns. 



DIVINE LOVE. 
Thsre's DOlhing bright, above, below, 
From Howerthai bloom? to Btara that glow. 
Bat io ita light my soul can see 
Bome fealnre of the Deit>-. 
Tbere'B nothing dark, bclon, above, 
Bntin its eloom I trace thy love, 
And meekly wait that moment, nhen, 
Tfay ttiocb ahall turo all bright agaii 
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THE GARDEN. 

See the fair and fragrant flowers 

Peeping tbeir grevn mantles thro', 
Weeping 'neath the passing showers. 

Smiling 'neath the sudden blue ; 
See their lovely colours blended, 

Brought from many a varying clime 
And with careful nurture tended, 

Till they reach their fullest prime. 

So the Church, a water M garden, 

Bounded by the Almighty^s power. 
Feels his mercy's gracious pardon. 

Feels his Spirit's gentle shower ; 
So from many a scattered nation 

Are his chosen brought with care, 
Given the life of his Salvation, 

Rooted, grounded, 'stablished there ! 

! may we indeed be taken 

From the world's polluted waste, 
By his presence ne'er forsaken, 

All his vital spirit taste, 
"Where the streams of life are flowing, 

Land by saints and prophets trod. 
May we still be freshly grx)wing 

In the garden of our God ! 



THE HAPPY MAN 
He if (be happy man, whose life eVa m 



Of Tirtoe, and wboee Tirtue, truit of foitb, 
Prepare fnr happiness ; hespeak him one 

Belon theakies, bnthuving l/ior hia home, 
The norld n'erlooka him in her buBT search 
or objects, more illueCrious in b«r iiew : 
And occupied as earneatiy as ahe, 
Though iDori' aublimeiy, he n'erloolis the world, 
She acnras hin pleaeuree, for ahe knows them not 
He setla not her's for he haa proved Item vain, 
He cnniiot skim the ground like aummet birds 
Pursuing Kilded fliei; ; and auch he depma 
Her hononrs, her emolumtnta, her joys. 
Therefore, in contemplalinn ia his blias. 
"WlimiepoWriaeuehjihalwliomsheliflifromeara 
She makes familiiLr with a heaven unseea, 
And shows him glories yet Id be reveal'd. 

CoWFSl 



TEE OCEAN. 

'. thy name /Aey well ma]' praise, 
' ;ppoddwn, 
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oriont be that awful deep, 

human power can bind. 

.t then art Thoa, who bid'st it keep, 

ithin its bounds oontined P 

iieaven and earth in praise unite, 
»mal praise to Thee, 
«e word can raise the tempest's might, 
' itiU the raging sea, 

Mrs. Hbmams. 



A HEBREW MELODY. 

> the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark seal 
h has triumphed — bis people are free, 
iriots and horsernen, all splendid and brave, 
ain was their boasting !— The Lord hath 

but spoken, 

ariots and horsemen, are sunk in the wave. 
:he loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
h has triumph'd — his people are free ! 
to the conqueror, praise to the Lord ; 
ord was our arrow, his breath was our 

sword ! 

lall return to tell Egypt the story 
e she sent forth in the hour of &er pride P 
) Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of 

glory, 
I her brave thousands were dash'd in the 

tide, 
the loud timbrel, o'er Egypt's dark sea 1 
h has triumphM,— his people are free ! 



THE BACE COUBSE. 

Thb flj Hronnd the oaodle wlieelB, 
Enjoys the sport, and gaily sings, 

Till nearer, naaret borne, ha feals 

Th« flanie like lighCDing on his wingi ; 

Then struggling in "die golf below he Ilea, 

And limb bj limb, scorched miierably, dies. 

\he°racTr gUncei to^'he goal',"''' 
Than (hou, with blind and headlong force, 

Art ronmog oQ, to lose thy soul ; 
Then, though the world were won, how i 

the cost ! 
Con the whole world avail s spirit lost ? 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how beneath the inoonbeam'a tmtla 

Yon little billon heaves it! brsut, 
And foams and sparkles for awhile, 



Kises on tini 


p'.e. 


entfu) sea, 


And having swelled 




Thai melta 


ntoB 


ernity. 
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ft 



IffN FOB CHRISTMAS DAT. 



bou come, dear Saviour ? Hath thj 

thee stoop, and leave thy throne above, 
eavens, and thus thyself to dress 
visit mortals ? Could no less 
nsion serve ? — And after all, 
reception of a cratch*— a stall ? 
, I'll fetch thee thence. — I have a room, 
)Ut 'tis my best ; if thou wilt come 
poor a cell, where I would fain, 
the world's Redeemer entertain— 
heart : 'tis filthy I confess ; 
ot mend thy lodging, Lord, unless 
before thy harbinger — I mean 
md purging grace, to make it cleao, 
I its inmost corners : then I'll try 
t also with a weeping eye. 
'tis swept and wash'd, I then will go, 
:hy leave, I'll fetch some flowers that 



. 



■' 



I 



'J 



So when the thun.ler miittLM-s, still tho breeze 
Is h.'iud, at limes, to si<i:h ; but when the peal, 
Tremomlous, louder rolN, a silence d^'a.i 
Succeeds each pause,— moveless the aspen leaf. 
Thus fixed and motionless, the listening band 
Of soldiers forward leaned, as from the man, 
Inspired of God, truth's awful thunders rolled. 
No more he feels, upon his high-raised arm, 
The ponderous chain, than does the plajful chil 
The bracelets, formed of many a flowery link. 
Heedless of self, forgetful that his life 
Is now to be defended by his words, 
He only thinks of doing good to them 
Who seek his life ; and while he reasons high 
Of justice, temperance, and the life to come. 
The judge shrinks trembling at the prisoner 8 
voice. 

Grahaxb. 
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Dt what Evangelists have told 

f three who bore that name of old :— 

Mary, the mother of oar Lord, 

Mar J, who sate to hear his word, 

And Mary Mafrdelan, to whom 

Christ oame, while weeping o'er his tomb ; 

These to that hnmble name supply 

A glory which can never die. 

Mary! my prayer for you shall be, 

May yon resemble all the three, 

la faith, and hope, and charity ' 

J. MONTOOMBAY. 



HUMILITY. 

The bird that soars on the highest wiug 
Bailds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing, 
Sings in the shade when all things rest: 

In lark and nightingale we see 

What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose the better part, 

She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 
And Lydia's gently opened heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet ; 
Fairest and best adorned is she 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown, 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bears him down 

The most when most his soul ascends ; 
Kearest the throne itself must be 
The footstool of JbomiJjty. 



I ass'd as once I joarney'd on i 

some way, 
A fountain, form'd that travellers 

ver'd thirst allay ; 
By ancient trees t'was shadow'd 

santly it stood, 
And ever from its side did pour a 

tal flood. 



And many vray-worn pilgrims, 1 

heat oppress'd. 
Had halted near the gushing strt 

hour of rest ; 
Unsandaird were their swollen 

was laid aside. 
And gratefully they kneeVd to i 

ing tide. 
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dde the fpratefiil shade apart, a widow'd mo- 
ther staid, 

neach the soft and Terdant turf, her only son 
waa laid ; 

air is thy resting place," she said, as through 
her tears she smiled ; 

mid I were with thee laid heneath that plea- 
sant sod, mj child. 

era^en tahlet o*er the fount in grateful accents 

told 
some whose friendly hands repaired it, when 

defaced of old : 
filed and choked had been the stream— the 

spoiler they withstood, 
its defence the best of earth had pour'd their 

yalued blood.* 

jland ! — ^this fountain is thy Church ; for ages 
hath she been 

thy sinning, sighing, sorrowing sons a soul- 
refreshing stream ; 

asant have been the hours they pass'd beneath 
her holy shade, 

1 round about her haliow'd walls their best 
beloved are laid. 

lin the spoiler threatens ; canst thou guiltless 

stand to see 
luted or impair'd the fount thy fathers left to 

thee ? 
ij to their sons the sacred trust unsullied did 

resign ; 
that thou fail not to bequeath it unimpau'd 

to thine. 



t IN ES 

ITBIITBN ON tEB BLAME LEAF OF'a SIB 

O, NBTER on tliiE holv bonk 
'With oarelesB, cold indiB'ereiMM: look j 
'Tis God's own word ] and they who read 
With prayful heajlx and recerent heed. 
Shall gain (tdhi each unfolded page 
A ble?aiog for their heritage. 

If thoQ art sad, oonie here and find 
A balm to loolhe and theer thy niiiid ; 
If ihoa art merry, here are Bongs 
Meet to he enng by angul'a tonguea — 
Meet to be eung by sinfiil men, 
For whom the Lamh of God was alain ; 
If thou art rich ia things of earth, 
Learn here thy wealth is nothinft worth j 
If thou art poor, this precious mine 
Hath countless treasures— they are t/nae I 
DoBt thou lack wisdom P look herein, 
And Burely tbon sbalt windoin win — 
"Wisdom to guide thee on the road 
Which leadB, through failh in Christ, to Go 



T.oNO ni»y hia liiing countenaoce ezpien 
The air and lineaments sf holiness I 
!.}ke ^ brabun's, faith's subli meet pledge diipUfi 
IV/iea bound upon the altg.r Isaao lay ; 



he mantle and the spirit too ; 
Jonah's, when with **Woe" he went 
mbling N inevah, and cried "Repent." 
e Stephen's, when his foes amazed, 
:el stood before them gazed ; 
it Martyr's at his latest breath, 
Sayiour's image full in death. 

J. Montgomery. 



H il 

1 



TIME IS SHORT. 

ift wingi, pursues his rapid course 
nths and years with unabated force 
t millions in his hasty flight, 
f bliss or everlasting night. 

ming pleasure, honour, wealth, 

08 minds, warmed by the pulse of 

ahnrf.. nnrl hpnUh urill artnn dpnnv. 



The God ot nav^.^ 

In all bis works appears ; 

His goodness through the earth we 
His grandeur in the spheres* 

Behold this fair and fertile globe. 
By him in wisdom planned ; 

'Twas he who girded, like a robe. 
The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye. 
Thither his path pursue ; 

His glory, boundless as the skj, 
Overwhelms the won'dring view 

Here on the hills he feeds his her 
His flocks on yonder plains ; 

His praise is warbled by the bir< 
O could we catch their strainf 
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THE LABOUBEB. 

THE MORNINO. 

at goeth forth unto his work aad to hif labonr until 
the eTtiiiiig."— PMtlm eir .23 

Who ii this, at dawn of d&j, 
Hastening from his home away ? 
'Tis the honest lahourer's tread, 
Called to seek his daily bread. 
Called hj Grod's almighty will. 
His appointment to falfil. 
Dost thon mark the eastern sky 
As the daylight draweth nigh, 
How tiie shadows disappear. 
Sunshine coming bright and clear ? 
Thus, oh thus ! within thy heart. 
May the shades of sin depart, 
Thns may beams of light divine 
Through the love of Jesus shine. 
Dost thou see the early dew, 
Making all things fresh and new ? 
Lift thy heart to God and pray 
For his grace from day to day ; 
Like the precious dew of heaven. 
To thy longing spirit given, 
Is there music in the air, 
Feathered songsters warbling there. 
Thus awakened from thy rest. 
Let thanksgivings fill thy breast ; 
Then, in glad contentment still, 
Bless thy Father's heavenly will, 



THE LABOURER, 

LiBonREB c?aa« I tby work is dona. 
Rest thee now at set of ann ; 
And npan Ihy hninewsrd way, 
Thint, and medilHte, und pray. 
Thinl of all thy daily (oil 
On tbe hard and barrea toil. 
Think of tliorns and briers growing 
Mid Ih? seed Ibou hnst been Boiring. 
Think upon ibe tun and rain, 
'Which caD fertilize the plain. 
Then, O turn thias eye within, 



On the hiT' 



ofai 



Thorns of ei 

Ere thou bearest holy frnit, 

And the Spirit's gentle power. 

Descending: like a welcome shower. 

God hath bid thee till the ground. 

That the harveat may abound ; 

Bid tbee work within thy bddI, 

Till His grace shall malie thee whole. 

Then, as evening shadows close, 

Leading thee to calm repose, 

Tbink upon the night of death. 

When shall cease Ihy fleeting bread) : 

Think upon thy rest above, 

Given by the Saviour's love : 

" ;hat overlastiQB lile, 

: from toil, and aia, and etilfe. 



And as thou a: 






To tby house asd comfortB here, 

fc Pr sy that Jieaven thy home may be 

Mjg-li a bright eternity. 
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THE SIMPLICITY OF THE GOSPEI 

HOW nnlilEe tiie oomplex works of man, 
Heaven's easy, artless, anenonmbered plan! 
No meritricioiis graces to beguile, 
Ho olustering ornaments to clog the pile : 
Prom ostentation as from weakness free, ] 
It stands like the cerulean arch we see, I 
Majestic in its own simplicity. J 

Prescribed above the portal, from afar 
Conspicioos, as t^e brightness of a star, 

.legible only by the light they give, 

tand the soul-quickening words— ' 'Believe and 
live I" 

COWPBR. 



IE VALUE OF THE SCRIPTURES. 

CHILD of sorrow, be it thine to know, 
It Scripture only is the cure of woe ! 
it field of promise, how it flings abroad, 
>erfume8 o^er the Christian's thorny road ; 
soul reposing on assured belief, 
3 herself happy amidst all her grief, 
ets her labour, as she toils along— 
>8 tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 

Tas skUY. 



THE CHRISTIAN DEPARTING IN 
PEACE. 

The hour otmy departure's come, 



The race appointed I bai 
The conibal'8 o'er — the p 



a on high, 
in the b\j. 



Not in my lighteouanesB I trust 
I bow before thee io the dust ; 
And through my SsTJonrB blood 
I look far mere; at thj tbroae. 



I leave the »orld without a tear. 
Save tor the friends I hold so dear ; 
To heal their aorrowB, Lord, deacend, 
And to the friendleaa prose a friend. 



The hour of mj departure's come ; 
I hear the vnioe that calls me home; 
Now, my God, let trouble ce«M, 
And let Chj servant die in peace. 
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BETIBEMENT. 

I LOTS to steal awhile away 

From erery cumbering care, 
And spend the hours of closing day 

In humble, grateful prayer. 

I love in solitude to shed 

The penitential tear, 
And all His proinises to plead, 

Where none but God can hear. 

I love to think on mercies past, 

And future good implore. 
And all my sighs and sorrows cast 

On Him whom I adore. 

I love by faith to take a view 

Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 
Such prospects oft roy strength renew, 

While here by tempests driven. 

Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er, 

May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour. 

And lead to endless day. 

Ambric^'n* 



WEEP NOT FOK THE BLEST. 



The alace who nlonp:bs the malr , 
Or him whii bopefesn tills the aoil 

Be Death fhe stripe ana chain, 
For those ivhn in the worlii's hard rncB 

O'er nearied and unbleet, 
A host of restless phantoniB chase — 

Why mourn for those who reil f 



The prisons of despair. 
Whose Wrta hy whirlwiod p&sai 

Are wrecked od folly's shore — 
But why in sorrow should we mou 

For those who tin no maref 



We mourn for those who weep, 
Whom stern afilictions bead, 

With anguish o'er the lowly sleep 
Oflover or of friend; — 

But they to whom the sway, 
Of pain and grief is o'er, 

"" ir God hath wiped away, 



Whose C« 



Ob, I 



Mrs. Sioodbnbt. 
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CHBIST OUB ALL IN ALL. 



O Christ, oar hope, our heart's desire, 

Bedemption's only spring ! 
Creator of tiie world art Tboa, 

Its Savionr and its King. 

How vast the mercy and the love, 
Which laid our sins on Thee, 

And led Thee to a cruel death. 
To set Thy people free ! 



Bot now the bonds of death are burst, 
The ransom has been paid ; 

And Thou art on Thy Father's throne 
In glorious robes arrayed. 



Oh ! may Thy mighty love prevail. 

Our sinful souls to spare I 
Oh ! may we come before Thy throne. 

And find acceptance there. 



Oh ! Christ be thou our present joy. 
Our future great reward ! 

Our only glory may it be, 
To glory in the Lord. 



I 



THE DEAF AND DUMB BOT. 
Tea BO Fiilher, for an II lefmoii pmd in thy fight." 



Kind stronger dost thoo ask ma why 
TbU fettered tongue ia mute and still ? 

My chaatea'd heart woo Id ooly cry, 
"It ia my HeaTeoly Father's will." 

Stranger doat thou deaire to know, 

Wherefore the dull closed ear is given > 

My spirit answers, "Be it so," 
It seemeth good to God la heaven. 

I see the tear of pity start — 

1 iHze on high nilh thankful heart, 



And soon in that bright world above. 

Where angels tune their joyful lava, 
Mine ear shall hear the notes of love, 
jU/iipashall JDlDtheaongof praiae. 
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I 

I 
I 



BOMi^NISM. 



tiioa admitted, with a blind fond trust, 
e that bnnied thy fathers* bones to dost; 
first adjudged them heretics, then sent 

souls to heaven, and curst them as they 

went? 

e that scripture strips of its disguise, 
zecrates above all other lies« 
e that claps a lock on mercy's plan, 
ives the key to an infirm old man, 
mce enthroned in apostolic chair, 
Sed, and sits omniscient there ; 
e that kno«irs no kindred, owns no friend, 
m that makes its progress his chief end ; 
laving spilt much blood, makes that a boast, 
anonizes him thiit sheds the most, 
with charity that soothes a lie, 
irusts the truth with scorn and anger by ; 
! on the candour and the gracious smile 
red on them that light the martyr's pile ; 

insolent disdain, in frown expressed. 
Is the tenets that endured that test ! 

them the rights of men, and while they 

cease 

E the peace of others grant them peace ; 
listing bigots, whose false zeal has made 
lery their duty, thou art self-betrayed. 



FLOWERS OF 



HOME AND THE BIBLE. 



We grasp (Le hooli we loie, 

The boot our fathera read ; 
The light heams brightly from above, 

B7 which their sleps were led. 

False and apostate church, 

God bids ua keep hia word i 
And who art thou, that we ahoald turn, 

And slight aur bleediag Lord P 

The traveller, nbea he hears 

The sound of coming storm, 
Grasps his firm staff, and draws his i:\otk 

More closely round his farm ; 

So we tl-.e boak we love, 

Press closer to our heart, 
AnJ in Christ's strength de^ Home's pmre 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

What ib life P— 'tis but a vapour ; 

Soon it Tanishes away ; 
Life iB like a dying taper ; 

Oh, my Bonl, why wish to stay P 
"Why not spread thy wings and ny 
Straight to yonder world on high P 

See that glory, how resplendent t 
Brighter far than fancy paints, 

There, in majesty transcendent I 
Jesas reigns, the king of saints. 

Spread thy wings, my sonl, and fly 

Straight to yonder world on high. 

Joyful crowds his throne surrounding. 

Sing with rapture of his love, 
Throuffh the heavens his praises sounding, 

Filling all tbe courts above. 
Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high. 

Go and share his people's glory ; 

Midst the ransom 'd crowd appear ; 
Thine a joyful wondrous story. 

One that angels love to hear. 
Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high. 



Irh> 



THE TRAVELLERS TO EMMAUS. 
ilemn even-tide, 
itBE our Surely died, 



Soon nfter He that 

Tvro bo^om friendE, esch pensively inclined, 
The scene of all those sorrowa left behind, 
Sought their own TillaRe, busied aa they went 
lu muaingB worthy of the ^eat event ; 
They gpate of him tbej loved, cfF him vihoae life, 
Though blameleM, had incurred perpetual atrifs ; 
Whose deeds had left, in spife of hoatila arts, 
A deep mentorial graven on their hearlB, 
The recollection, like a, vein of ore. 
The further traced, enriched them still thu mora. 
The? thought.biin, and they jnstly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared I' have done ; 
T'eialt a people, and to place them high 
Aboie all else, and nondered he ehould die, 
E"re yet they hrou^jht their journey to an end, 
A stranger joined them, courteoaa aa a friend, 
And aaked them with a kind engaging air, 
What their afRiction vina, and begged a share. 
Informed, he gathered np the broken thread. 
And truth and wisdom gracing all he aaid, 
Biplained, illuatrated, searched so well 
The tender theme on which they choae to dwell, 
Tb at reaching home "(be nigh t"theyaaid, "is near, 
We muet not now be parted, sojourn here." 
The new acquaintance soon became a gueat, 
And made so weleome at their simple feast, 
He blessed the bread, but Tanished at the word. 
And left them both, exclaiming, "Twae the Lord I 
Did not our hearts feel all be deigned to say, 
I^i'd tbejr not ham within oi by the way ?" 
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CHB1ST STILLING THE TEMPEST; 

Fbar was within the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud, 
And waves came rolling high and dark. 

And the tall mast was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 
. And baffled in their skill ; 
But One was there, who rose and said 
To the wild sea, "Be still." 

And the wind ceased — it ceased ! that word 
Pass'd through the gloomy sly ; 

The troubled billows knew their Lord, 
And fell beneath His eye. 

And-slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast ; 
They sank, as flowers fold to sleep, 

When sultry day is past. 

O Thou, that in its wildest hour, 

Didst rule the tempest's mood, 
Send thy meek spirit forth in power. 

Soft on our souls to brood. 

Thou that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Thy mandate to fulfil ! 
bh ! speak to passion's raging tide. 

Speak, and say, "Peace be still.". 

Mrs. fi^^a.K.w. 



{ 



FLOWERS or 



BIRTH DAY ODE. 



Ai the gnn'a alarmiDg noise 
Affrigbta the ^atle n-arbling thiuih, 
DriTBS her from ter favVite husli, 



Thus of late a heavy slrote, 
All niy jojB to piecea broke, 

And fiU'd roy heart with pfiin : 
But the Lord*! command, " Be still," 



This first renex'd attempt in due, 
lij much esteemed friend, to you. 
ThoQgh far from my beloied home. 
Yea, should I round creation roam. 
Where'er I am, »bere"er I cotne. 
Your name, engraven on mv breast, 
I trust by Jesu's hand imprest, 

I shall for ever wear. 
Tes, he has made us one in heart. 
And I well pleased shall hear a part, 

Inallyourpyaodcare. 
To-morrow I sball iratch the mom, 

And mark with prayer and praise the 
Wbeo first jDu dreiT jour breath. 
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Oh ! what a blessing to be born, 

Heir to a life without decay. 
Bom not to feed on man's applause, 

Or brood o'er mammon's sordid hoard ; 
Bat to promote the Saviour's caasoi 

And bring up children for the Lord. 
This, this is life ; for such a birth, 
There's J07 in heaven, and joy on earth. 

Yet had yon not been bom again, 
Snre your first birth had been but vain. 
And all your portion sin and pain : 
But in the annals of the skies 

Your name was writ of old. 
And the great Shepherd's watchful eyes. 
And everlasting arms. 
Long before him you knew. 
Presided over you, 

To shield you from all harms. 
And guide you to his fold. 

Through tender childhood, snare encircled youth, 
His wisdom, mercy, providence, and truth. 
Secured you from impending death, 
And mark'd unseen your duJsious path ; 
At length the happy moment came. 
When he reveaPd his glorious name. 

And claim 'd you for his own. 
Since then, he has been always near, 
Crowning with goodness every year, 
And yet a little while, 
Far out of reach of Satan, sin and toil. 

He'll place you near his throne. 
These happy prospects your birth-day affords, 
The comfort yours^ the praise be aU ttie "Loi^'^) 




84 

If yon took brudr, ban pleasing the revien 
Of all the BceDGs bis band bae broiight yau tbroug 
Ot look aroUTul, hg« EWeet domestic life, 
How bleet in eons, in dauabtera. in a wife : 
Wealth, witb a hesr 



!e from the fool 
alia 



rade and m 



That spealig I 

But fflilh'f keen eje ran out in pun eKpLoce 
The op'ninR prospect if you luok lieforc. 
See the white rohe, the conqueror's palm^ 

The crown of life, the harp of gold, 
Await each bumble follower of the Lamb, 

And joja which never tarnish, or grow old. 
Id morrow, when jour family you meet, 

Each face will and iaaem bled pleaaure wear, 
Each tongue, heart- taujjht, with gratulationawee 

Will hail your entrance on another year, 
And 1 in apiriC ahall be with you there, 

Allied in grace, iho' not in blood, 
I claim and offer such a love, 

A« only near relaliona know. 
Bom of one Spirit from above 

One is oar common father, God, 

And from one fouotain all our comforts flow. 
'Tis not in names or party walls 

Such friendchip'g influence to confine. 
See bigotry, proud monster, falls 

Before (he power of love divine. 
O Saviour, may this love increase ; 
With growing knowledge, eonifort, peace. 

Bless my beloved friend ; 
May he and his, and-1 and mine, 
" " 'e thee on earth, then meet and joir 
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APPEAL OF THE BLIND. 

SUNG BT A NUMBER OF BOYS IN A BLIND 

ASYLUM. 

Yb see the gloriotis sun 

The varied landscape lights 
The mooo, with all her starry traia, 

Illume the arch of night, 
Bright tree, and bird, and flower, 

That deck your joyous way, 
The face of kindred and of friend, 

More fair, more dear than they* 

For ns there glows no sun, 

No green and flowery lawn : 
Our rayless darkness hath no mooDy 

Our midnight knows no dawn ; 
The parent's pitying eye, 

To all our sorrows true, 
The brother's brow, the sister's smile. 

Have never met our view. 

We have a lamp within. 

That knowledge fain would light^ 
And pure Religion's radiance touch. 

With beams for ever bright. 
Say, shall it rise to share 

Such radiance full and free P 
And will ye keep a Saviour's charge. 

And cause the blind to see ? 



Surely it is a murmuring tone 

That strikes upon my ear. 
Peace ! peace I tbon poor afflicted one, 

The Lord is swift to hear. 
"Whate'er thy grieC^ whatever thy lot, 
*Tis God's appointment — murmur not. 

Is it thy portion, here below. 

In poverty to pine ? 
And as thy neighbour's riches grow, 

Dost thou desire them thine P 
No earthly treasure hast thou got P— - 
'Tis God's appointment — murmur not. 

Or hast thou weakness, pain, or scorn, 

So difficult to bear P 
Art thou forsaken and forlorn, 

"Weary and full of care ? 
Yet keep thee from the sinful blot, 
.™,. « ,, -»:««,»,aT»f — Tniirmur not*' 
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HYMN, 

AFTER THB LORD'S SUPPBB. 
««The Lord is my ihepheid,"— Pralm zzUi. 

Israel's shepherd ! guide me, feed mey 

Through my pilgrimage below ; 
And beside the waters lead me, 

Where thy flocks rejoicing go. 
Could I wander, fear disdaining, 

Could I quit the sheltering fold ? 
Heedless of thy grace constraining. 

In the strength of nature bold P 

No ! thy pardoning presence ever, 

Meekly kneeling I implore ; 
I have found thee, and would never — 

Never wander from thee more ! 
O how sweet, how comfortable. 

In the wilderness to see, 
Such provision, such a table, 

Spread for sinners ; yes, for me.' 

There thy bounty still partaking. 

Bread and consecrated wine ; 
Freely all things else forsaking, 

I behold the Saviour mine : 
In that bruised body, broken — 

In the shedding of that blood ; 
What a gracious pledge, and tokew^ 

Lord ! we have for evety %qo^. 
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Arm thee for 


temptations flying, 
the strife within; 
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emer, dvinB, 


Stamps an infauij on sin : 


Yield m> heurt 


1 no longer harden'd ; 


Koube ihy evi 


■ry latent pov/er ; 


ClE'ansed atid wi 


ish'd, and freely pBrdon'd, 


"Go in peace 


i! and sin nn more." 




J. BlCKBBSTBTB, 



TIUE M1SIMPB0?£D. 

Ah o'er the past my memory strayg, 
■ Whr heaves the secret sieh P 
"Tia that I mourn departed days. 
Still unprepared to die. 

The world, and worldly things, beloied, 
My aniiaus thoughts employed; 

Vhile time unhallow'd, unimproved, 
Presenta a fearful void. 

Yet holy Father, wild despair 

Chase from thia lahouring breast : 

Tby grace it is, which prompts the prayer; 
That grace can do the rest. 

My life's beat remnant all be thine ; 

And when thy sure decree, 
Bids me this fleetiDg; bri;ath resign, 

O speed my soul to thee 1 

Bishop Miedibton. 
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THE GBAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

Thbt grew in beauty, eide by side, 

They fiU'd one home with glee — 
Their graves are severed far and wide. 

By monnt, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond motiier bent at night. 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

Sie had each folded nower in sight- 
Where are those dreamers now ? 

One 'midst the forests of the west. 

By a darli stream, is laid ; 
The Indian knows At> place of rei^t. 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one| 

He lies where pearls lie deep ; 
He was the loved of all, yet none 

O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are dress'd, 

Among the noble slain, 
He wrapt his colours round his breast. 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one— o'er her the myrtle showers 

Its leaves, by soft winds fann'd. 
She faded 'midst Italian flowers. 

The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus, they rest, who play'd 

Beneath the same green tree, 
"Whose voices mingled as they prayed 

Arouad one parent knee. 

Mils, TEL^m^x^^^ 



MEMORT AND HOPE. 

Abound a rain, old and erey. 

The sombre ivy cluHg, 
And IhicHy on ihe dreary nails 

Id weeping garlaadB hung. 
It robed in funeral hue the pile, 

So proud in dais of ;ore ; 
As if it mourned the Btrenglli and joutb, 

A little lovel; plant wae seen 

Amidst thnse rnins wild, 
And from the tower whereon it grew 
' lu flower loobed up and smiled. 
To every breeze which murmured by, 

Tt9 fragrant scent wag given ; 
Its root was on the monldering etODC, 

Its blossom turned to heaien. 
So like the ivy, memory fond 

Around the padt entwines, 
And all its buried images 

With monrnful love ensbrineB. 
For even wheo our path ie bright, 

Hon oft we think with tears. 
Upon the faded happiness 

Of long departed years I 
And when our hearts cling mournfully, 

As bumaa hearts will cting. 
A round some memoij of the past, 
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Then like the little golden flower, 

May heavenly Hope arisoi 
And from the dreariness of earth 

Point npward to the skies 1 
That from the rvcords of the past 

This lesson may be given : 
Earth's joys and griefs are transient things, 

Oh seek thy bliss in heaven ! 

B. L. 



EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 

RomaotT. 14, 15, 18. 

Herb sweetly sleep awhile, blest babe, thy sun 
In haste hath set, thy race of suffering done ; 
A stranger to thy great Creator's name— * 
Unknown to thee tiiiy glorious Saviour's fame. 
Nor faith, nor hope, nor love, nor other grace. 
Within thy infant bosom held their place. 
No power hadst thou to shed one contrite tear. 
One duteous act perform, or lisp one prayer. 
But not in vain thy life ! Thou hast not sown, 
Tet the rich harvest reapest as thy own : 
Thou hast not fought, but thou hast won the 

prize, 
Hast never borne the cross, yet gain'd the skies. 
£*en guilt was thine, of Adam's guilty race ; 
Yet such the Father's love — the Saviour's grace, 
That Father's love hath tum'd thy night to day. 
That Saviour's blood hath washed thy guilt away ; 
Clothed in his robe of righteousness divine « 
Feaoe, freedom, life, and endless yyj% are ^\Tie« 
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CO hia mothers cheek 



p ipBj the same Almighty Friend, 
f rnm Rhom exiateace came, 

Tbat little, powerless hand defend, 
from deeds of guilt and sbame I 

Grant it to dry the tear of woe. 
Bald folly's course reatraJn, 

The alma nf sympathy bestow, 
Tbe righteous cause maiatain. 

Write wisdom on the wing of time, 



Dispense the light of truth. 



) 



rge I just, an aseful part, 

ipled with an angel'i heart, 
ikes the lyre of praise. 
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THE BIBLE. 



When eveniDg shades succeed the bud, 
And all my earthly work is done, 
Shall I the precious hours amuse 
In foolish jests, or trifling news P 

No, — nohier themes demand my care I 
Souls cannot feed on empty air ; 
One BOOK my leisure shall employ : 
My richest food — my purest joy. 

Ask you, what merit can it claim 
Above the hooks of wit and fame P 
It tells me all I want to know. 
To make me wise and blest below. 

It shows the road to thrones above, 
"Where saints and angels dwell in love ; 
It marks the peaceful paths they trod ; 
Its theme, is heaven— its author, God, 

This BOOK the wondrous history shows 
How the wide world from nothing rose- 
How, from confusion's tenfold night, 
Son, moon, and stars diffused their V\%Vvt, 



-w^ ucepest awe, 
^jicaven's boly,good^ and righteous la 
Compared with this, myself I see 
Cover'd with guilt and misery. 

Then, trembling on destruction's brink, 
My soul in dark despair would sink ; 
But this blest book my peace secures, 
And whilst it wounds, in mercy cures. 

Far above men, or angels' thought, 
I see my great salvation wrought ; 
For God^s own son from Heaven came do 
To purchase my immortal crown. 

To save me from eternal tire, 
Behold him on the crosji expire ; 
With mingled joy and grief I see. 
How Jesus lived and died for me. 

O letmin** " — 



. oueii appear, 
icb'd or open'd through the year ? 

archangel's trump shall blow, 
shall melt — the skies shall glow ; 
II these leaves with piercing light, 
men and angeU' sight. 

11 the Judge, with solemn awe, 
the great eternal law ; 
;his rule we then must go, 
bliss or endless woe. 

' not now both search and prize, 
in which salvation lies : 
is sin and care can tell — 
\ to heayen, and saves from hell P 

! with thee, mv gnido •*- ' ' 



DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS; 
LiEG snmmer eve, when sunlight throws 

A heauteoua parting ray arnuud; 
And BileQt ahadea in ptace repose 

Upon the soft and dew; groQniJ. 
Aa still, M pEacEful, and aorene, 

Ib the last raj when life is done ; 
When Hope's bright beam smiles o'er thescBOi 

Which san- a iilorious race begun. 
What, though around hia oouch ma; Tall 

The dewdrops from kind pity's eje ; 
The happy api tit smiles on all. 

And shioeg upon another sky- 
Ob ! such is life, whose parling ray 

Throws lustre on a world of sorrow ; 
For aa its brightness dies away, 

There's promise ot a glorioua morrow. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Mtetebiotis are his waja, whose p 
Brings forth that unexpected hour, 
"When minda, that never met before. 
Shall meet, unite, and part no more: 
It it tb' allotment of the skies. 
The hand of the supremely »^>se. 
That guides and gnverox our affectioni 
And plana, and orders onr connexion' 

And marks the bonnda of our abode. 
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THE UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE. 

Ah ! who can tell which hour may be his last P 
Perhaps my sammons now is on its way ; 

Then let me rather muse ujpoa the past, 
Than count securely on the coming day. 

Full many a ship that sailed at smiling mom, 
Rich in her freight, and of her bravery yain, 

'Alidst changing skies, o'er raging billows borne, 
Hath found, ere night, her grave beneath the 
main. 

Then let us seek a dwelling that shall last, 
Far, far above this mouldering house of clay, 

That, when this little life is gone and past, 
Ours be the bliss that never shall decay* 

Ere gentle sleep upon my eyelids fall. 
To Thee, O God, would I my soul resign ; 

For thy dear Son, forgive me when I call, 
That if 1 live or die, I may be thine. 

T. B. Murray 



DYING FRIENDS. 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainless ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life whieh often blinds the wise* 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror and abhorrence nature throws 
'Cross our obstructed way ; and thus to make 
Welcome as safe our port from evex-j avotm. 




THE JEWISH NATION. 

■What nstion will yaniind whoaa annalBprme 
So rich ui ioteresC in almighty loie ? 
Where dweUtbeynon^nbere dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, wslered, hlftased ss they ? 
Let Egjpt's plajiiies and Canaan's woea proclaim 
Tbe favours poured upon the Jeniah name; 
Their freedom purchased for them at tbe cost 
Of all their bard oppressars valued most, 
Their title to a country not their own 
Made sure by miracles till tben unknonn ; 
For them the state Ihey left made waste and void, 
for [hem the stales to which they went destroyed ; 
A eland to measure out their march by day, 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way, 
That moving signal BommoninK, when best, 
Ibeir host to move, and when it stayed, torest. 
For them the rocks dissolved intoa fiood, 
The dews condensed into ipgelic food, 
Their very garments sacred, old jel n«w, 
And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 
Si reams swelled above the bank eojoined to stand, 
■■While they passed through to their appointed laud 
Their leader armed with meekness, zeal, and love, 
And graced wich clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secure beneath tbe Almighty wing 
Thtir tiud their captain, lawgiver, and king ; 
Crowned with a thousand viclories, and at laaC 
Lords of the conquered soil, there rool«d fast, 
:e possessing what they v 
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* 

Where will yoa find a race like theirs, endowed 

VTith all that man e^er wished or heaven bestowed P 
They and they only amongst all mankind 
Beceived the transcript of the eternal mindy 
Were trusted with his own engraven laws. 
And constitQted guardians of his cause ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call, 
And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 

COWPBB. 



CHEIST WEEPINGOVER JERUSALEM. 

O' Salem ! who, in proud disdain. 

My faithful prophets slew ; 
And soon, the cup ot guilt to drain, 

Wilt slay thy Saviour too ! 

How had my love thy children blest, 

Their deeds of blood forgot, 
And led them to eternal rest ; 

But they consented not 1 

Now shall thy house be desolate. 

Thy glory now shall close ; 
Nor leave one trace of ruined state. 

To tell where Salem rose. 

Nor shalt thou thy Bedeemer see. 
Nor hail thy crown restored. 

Till thou shalt say, <*How blest is He 
Whom Thou hast sent, O Lord !" 



THE STARS. 

Fbok heaTCD'B high centre to its loweat line 
The Bkj is ret wilh stars, a eountleBs host, 
'Where latel; shone but two or three bc meat ; 

Tet siill thoee early fen coDSpicuoUB Bhiiie, 
With larger orb and hri(jhtne8S more divine. 

&o wbi^ii the Christjan atarts upon his race, 

That marks the path his doubtful feet mual trace : 
He jounieys on, and as he journeys, new 
And glorious truths surpriee him ; bat (he fei* 

He first bebeld still keep the foremoet place, 
And guide, and light, and cheer hii,'. to the End ; 

The Father's love, the Holj Spirit's graco. 
And Christ at once his Saviour and his Friend. 



THE SWALLOWS. 

Yb gentle birds, that perch aloof, 
And amooth joor pinions on my roof, 
Preparing for departure hence. 
Ere »i liter's angry sCorms cammenae. 
Like jou my soul would smooth her plume 
To take its flight beyond the tomb. 
My God by whom is seen, and beard, 
Departing man, and wandering bird, 
In mercy mark us far Uiine nwp, 
And guide as to tbe land unknown. 
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THE SWALLOW'S RETURN. 

VTblcomb, welcome, feathered stranger^ 

Now the sun bids nature smile ; 
Safe arrived and free from danger, 

Welcome to onr blooming isle. 
Still twitter on my lowly roof, 

And hail me at the dawn of day, 
Each mom to me the solemn proof) 

Of time that ever fleets away. 

Fond of sunshine, fond of shade. 

Fond of skies serene and clear. 
E'en transient storms thjr joy invade. 

In fairest seasons of the year. 
What makes thee seek a milder clime, 

What bids thee shun the wintry gale, 
How know'st thou thy departing time ? 

Hail ! wondrous bird 1 hail SwalloW) hail ! 

Sure something more to thee is given. 

Than myriads of the feathered race. 
Some gift divine, some spark from heayen, 

That guides thy flight from place to place ; 
Still freely come, still freely go. 

And blessings crown thy vigorous wing, 
May thy rude flight meet no rude foe. 

Delightful messenger of Spring. 



FLOWERH OS 



What is mercy ? 'Tis a itrenm 
Flowinir from the fmint aboTe ; 

'Ti8 the wttihole of Him, 

All whose works and w aja are lo> 

■What IB mercj P 'Tis a tide, 
Boiling with msjeatic force, 

Reachini; fat and ep reading wide, 
With salvadoa ia its couree. 

What is mercy P 'Tis a beam 

From the uncreated sun, 
Darting, with celestial gleam. 

Through a wbrld by sin undone. 

What is mercy ? 'TJs a blaie. 
Bright, insuperably bright. 

Scattering its benignant rays, 
O'er the gloomy shades of night. 

YThat 19 mercy P 'Tia a hope. 
Which, in spite of every fear. 

Bears Che einking spirits up. 
And forbids the rising tear. 

What ia mercy ? ■Tia in de«th 

All our conBdence epd slay, 
'While the Istt and liogeriag breath. 
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What will mercy be at last, 
Bat the theme of ceaseless Joy, 

When the memory of the past 
Shall onr future songs employ ? 

Thus, while here on earth we rove, 

Mercy lights up all the way, 
Till we reach the climes abo^e, 

Where she shioes without decay. 

E.D. 



THE PROVIDENT SOCIETY. 

«The ants are a people not strong, yet they prepare 
their meat in the summer.'' ProT. xxx., 25. 

Sat, shall the little ant, with care aifd pain, 
Store in the earth its heaps of hoarded grain ; 
And make proTlsion for the coming hour, 
When frosts shall pinch, and winter*8 skies shall 

low'r P 
And shaH not man, rejoicing in his prime. 
Think that he too must have his wintry time. 
When age, or wasting malady, shall dim 
The eye, and palsy the once active limb 1 
Oh 1 let these insects teach thee to be wise ; 
And e*ere with health and youth, thy vigour flies, 
From what the Lord has given thee, let thy care. 
The means of future sustenance prepare ; 
Nor in the days of life and strength forget, 
The vast Eternity before thee set. 
Lay up for it ; — for those brife riches toil. 
Which rust shall not corrupt, nor robbers fii^^\V. 



WORLD, ADIEU 1 



I 



Would, adien 1 I Bee thee Hying, 

Fast as Taponra on the iriiid, 
All thy coDsolaCionsdyJDR, 
Leaving not a. wreck tiehind ; 
Fools may, love thee, 
But above thee, 
I would hi isx substantial find. 

If thou DOW BO oft deceive me, 
When I may detect the cheat, 

Tbon would'st of all hopes hereave i 
When on life's last verge ne met 



Would 1 more thy amilingn greet. 

There's a world where all is pleasure, 
Which Time's chanRea ne'er decay ! 

There are hlegsin^s without measure, 
Pure as lifiht and glad as day I 
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ON MY DAUGHTER'S HOUR GLASS. 

Mark the golden grains that pasfi 
Brightly through the channeled glaaSy ■ 
Measuring by their ceaseless fall, 
Heaven's most precious gift to all. 
Busy till its sand be done, 
See, the shining current run ; 
But th' allotted numbers shed,. 
Another hour of life is fled 1 
Its task performed, its travail past, 
Like mortal man, it rests at last 1 
Yet let some hand invert its frame, 
And all its powers return the same : 
Whilst any golden grains^remain, 
'Jwill work its little hour again.— 
But who shall turn the glass for man, 
"When all his golden grains have ran ? 
Who shall collect his scattered sand, 
Dispensed by Time's unsparing hand P 
Never can one grain be found, 
Howe'er we anxious search around I 
Then, Daughter, since this truth is plain. 
That time once gone, ne'er comes again, 
Improved bid every moment pass ; — 
See how the sand rolls down your glass. 

J. Mc. Creery. 



THE SEA.. 

Tbb sea t the aea. 1 Hhe Rlorione Be 

What baa the earth bo fair. 
Of hill or vaUej, grnve ur lea, 

■Which may nirli it compBre i* 
Oh ! I could ait for honra to look 

Upon its vide expanse, 
Ani read in its unnrilteti hook, 

Fresh charms at every glance. 

The ten t the aea I the solemn sea I 

It has a voice for all, 
And e'eti to hearts of hsppiest glte 

May soher ihouKhts recall. 
To me it npealiB of distant daja. 

Of vanished hopes and fears,— 



It half recalls a. smile from me 

To think for what I griete ; 
The hopes and fears I Borrowed o'er 

Were hopea and feari of time; 
Thon art the type of something more 

UDchftnging and sublime. 

Barton. 
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THE UNSEEN SAVIOUE. 

« Whom hftTing not i een ye lot*."— I. Pttor, U 8. 

VTb cannot see that gracions Lord 
YThose blood apon the cross was ponrM, 
We cannot hear that pardoning voice, 
Which bids the weary soul rejoice. 

No 1 our Bedeemer dwelleth high, 
In realms of bliss beyond the sky ; 
Where holy aneels sing His praise. 
And worship Him with joyful lays. 

Tet though we cannot see His face, * 
We bless him for his wondrous grace. 
We try to love Him more and more. 
And all His righteousness adore. 

Strengthened by faith our souls would rise 
In glad rejoicing to the skies ; 
And may the hope within us dwell. 
Of glories more than tongue can tell. 

Oh Jesus ! ftt>m thy Throne above, 
Look down on us in tender love : 
And though unseen by mortal eye^ 
In Spirit, be Thou ever nigh. 




THE SABBAT R. 

Haii,, peaceful mora I tbj davn I hail ! 
How do thy hours my jnind rpgale 

With frnite of heavenly joy I 
Nor can 1 all thy hlessin^s oame 
Which kindle in my soul a flame, 

And all my powers employ. 
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Lord, on m« she 






Thy Spirit and Ihjgr 




That when thy 


acred co 


urtB I tread 


Mj sonl may ea 


the hea 


'nly bread. 


And Biog Joli 


vah'a pr 


aise. 


May eiery Bermori, liie the dew, 


Gently descend, 


refresh, 


eiiew. 
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• 
And to my chamber 111 repair, 
To commune with my God in pray'r. 

And all my griefs to tell ; 
His kind compassion will relieye, 
Bis bounteoas hand will mercies give, 
With mourners he will dwell. 

Thus may my Sabbath pass away, 
My best, my holiest, happiest day, 

The sweetest of the se^en : 
Bat yet a rest for Saints remains, 
A Sabbath free from cares and pains 

Eternal, and in Heav*n. 



HOW CAN YOU CALL ME POOR? 

Sow canst tbon call me poor? all things are 

mine; 
i/Vhate'er I ask, my God replies, *' 'tis thine,'' 
* The world, life, death, things present, things to 

come ;" 
>nch is my store in Christ ; a coantless sum ! 
The world may think me poor ; so I think them ; 
rheir treasures J, my riches they contemn, 
rhey haye their good things now\ for mine I 

wait; 
Sow worthless theirs at best : the least of mine 

how great I 



THE VISIBLE CREATION. 

' Thb Gad of QStare and of grnce 
In all bi« works appears ; 
His goadaesB througb the eartb we Irsce 
His grsndBUr ici the epliertB. 



The oceac round the Innd. 

Lift to the firmamcDt jour eye. 

Thither his path pursne ; 
His glory, boundless as the sky, 

O'erwhelma the woudeticg view. 

The foiesta in his strength rejoice ; 

Hark I on the evening breeze,* 
As once of old, the Lord God'a voice 



Hio blessings fall in plenteous showers, 

Upon the lap of earth, 
That leems with foliage, fruit aod flowers, 

And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 
■Where sin and death abound; 

How beautiful hejond compare, 
Will Paradise be found. 
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JACOB. 



Taoob tomMfing from Bter^sheba to Padan-Aiam to Mclt 
mttcA^IB ui tbe house (rf LAbaiu—Oen. zxfUi. 



Jacob had scarce the blessing got. 
Ere banishment became his lot ; 
Yet, whilst the dreary way he trod, 
He was remembered by his God. 
His first day's weary journey done, 
He for his pillow laid a stone : 
And sleeping — had a wondrous dream, 
In which the holy angels seem 
Descending and ascending near ; 
YThile God himself deigns to appear; 
There Jacob saw the gate of heaven. 
And there he found his sins forgiven* 

The gospel unto us makes known, 
A mighty Saviour on his throne ; 
He guides us safe through earthly strife, 
He feeds us with the bread of life* 
"With Jacob may we thankful say, 
'* Since God is with us on our way. 
To lead and teach, defend and feed, 
The Loid shall be our God indeed/' 



It 



i 



DANIEL. 

6oD of my fathers 1 bPad a gracloas ear 
To my aoul'i' anguish, in thin hour of fear ; 
The seal ia set, the stein Acpree ia pa-s'il,— 
Kre next its beams shnJl g\s,d the earth agaio, 
I Bhall hare perish 'd in that dreadful d«n : 
How my heart shritihs before the fearful thoughtl 
O God of Israel, now forsake me not I 

Jerusalem, farewell ! I hoped to see 

A brighter era in thv desiiny : 

Thy years of widowhood are rolling by : 

The hour foretold of God i? drawing ni)(h, 

When 'midst thy walls tliy temple shall a: ' 






It the skiet 



my royal 



Is this the end of a11 my hopes and fears P 
This the reward of all my annious years ? 
Put not thy trust in princes— they are frail, 
Their will may alter, or their power may fait ; 
The fragile retd on which I vainly leant. 
Hath broken ; and my wnurded tipirit, sent 
Back to the rock for shelter, finds thee still 
JU[r God, my trust, my hope, in good or ill. 
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Hope ! can I dream of hope P what brilliant ray 
Hath chased the darkness from mj soul away P 
Is it a meteor, whose delasive light 
Gleams bat to leave me in a deeper night P 
No ! — clearer, brighter, beams tne star of faith — 
My God will save me from this dreadful death ! 
Powerful though Darius be, there is still 
A King of Kings — who can resist his will I 
Dreadful though be the Lion, my defence 
Is in a mightier power — Omnipotence. 

Mrs. Bilet. 



ABDUL MUSSEEH'S HYMN, 

WHICH HE SUNG A SHORT TIME BEFORE 

HE DIED.* 

Beloved Saviour I let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be ; 
Of all that deck the field or bower. 
Thou art the fairest, sweetest flower. 

Youth's prime is o'er, old age comes on, 
But sin distracts my soul alone : 
Beloved Saviour, let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be. 



* Abdul Mosseeh was a learned Mahometan, who was 
led to embrace Christianity I7 Henry Martyn. at Cawn- 
pore; and was afterwards ordained Deaoon by Biahop 
Ueber. Ue died in 1827. 



THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. 

FrLOBiK, baraened with thj Bin, 

Come tbe via; to Zion'a gate ; 
There, till mercy ppeak? within, 

Knocll and weep, and watch, and wait: 
Knock — be kaons the sinner'a cry ; 

Weep— he lotes the mourner's tears ; 
Watch — for saving grace is nigh ; 

Wait — till heaTenlj grace appears. 



Hark, i 



Ib thy SaTiour's voiee t 

■■ YYeioome, nilgrini to thy re»t." 
Now within the Rate rejoice, 

Safe, and onn'd, and bought, and bleal 
Safe from all the Inrea of Tioe, 

Owned by joys (he contrite know, 
Bought by loie, and life the price, 

Blest tbe mighty debt to owe ! 

Holy pilgrim 1 what for Ihee, 

Iq a world like thia remainB ? 
From thy guarded breaat shall flee. 

Fear and shame, and doubt, and pains 
Fear the hope of heaven shall flee, 

Sbame from plory'i view retire, 
Donbt in Full belief shall die. 

Pun in endless bliss expire. 
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PLEADING FOR MERCY. 

When at thy footstool, Lord, I bend, 

And plead vtith thee for mercy there, 
Think of the sinner's dying friend, 

And for his sake receive my prayer ! 
O think not of my shame and guilt, 

My thousand stains of deepest dye ; 
Think of the blood which Jesus spilt, 

And let that blood my pardon buy. 

O think upon thy holy word. 

And every plighted promise there — 
How prayer should evermore be heard. 

And how thy glory is to spare. 
O think not of my doubts and fears, 

My striving with thy grace divine : 
Think upon Jesus* woes and tears, 

And let his merits stand for mine. 

Think, Lord, how I am still thy own. 

The trembling creature of thy hand ; 
Think how my heart to sin is prone. 

And what temptations round me stand. 
O think how blind and weak am I, 

How strong and wily are my foes 
They wrestled with thy hosts on Vi\^ 

And can a worm their m\g)it o^^qa^^ 



1 COtUe, t* . 

But, ah ! the more my guilty necu, 
The more thy glory, Lord, to save. 

H. F. Lyte 



THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 

Within the Church a fountain springii, 
It started from the Saviour's side ; 

Peace, pardon, joy, to all it brings— 
The life-blood of the Crucified. 

The living streams for ever flow, 

For ever pure, for ever free ; 
The spirit's solace here below^ 

The succour for eternity. 

-„«,„ one that thirsts, draw nigh,"- 
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THE BLESSED DEAD. 

•* Bl«M6d ure the dead which die in the Lord.** 
Bev. ziv. 13. 

Thbt dread no storm that lowers. 

No perished joys bewail ; 
They pluck no thoro-clad flowers, 

Nor drink of streams that fall. 
There is no tear drop in their eye. 

Nor change upon their brow ; 
The placid bosom heaves no sigh, 

Though all earth's idols bow. 

Who are so greatly blessed ? 

From whom hath sorrow fled P 
Who find such deep unbroken rest 

While all things toil ? The dead ! 
The holy dead I Why weep ye so 

Above their sable bier P 
Thrice blessed, they have done with woOf 

The living claim the tear. 

We dream, but they awake; 

Dark visions mar our rest ; 
Mid storms and snares our way we take. 

And yet we mourn the bless'd. 
For those who throng the eternal throne 

Lost are the tears we shed — 
They are the living— they alone — 

W hom thus we call the dead. 



I vr&u glad when they said unto me, let us go into the 
Honse of the Lord." — Psalm cxxii. 1. 

As camels, journeying o'er the waste, 

"Where skies meridian beam, 
Long in the fertile yale to taste, 

The cool refreshing stream. 

So does the Christian long to Tiew 

The Sabbath morn arise, 
That he may feast on heavenly dew^ 

And drink divine supplies. 

"Weary with toils, with cares opprest, 

He seeks for an abode, 
Awhile from toils and cares to rest. 

And commune with his God. 

Oh ! how delightful is the place. 
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There let ns joy and comfort reap ; 

There teach us how to pray, 
For grace to choose, and strength to keep, 

The straight, the narrow way. 

And so Increase our love for thee, 

That all our future days. 
May one continued Sabbath be, 

Of gratitude and praise. 

Db. Oks. 



THE GIPSY CHILD'S APPEAL. 

Hast thou a tear to shed for sorrow's child, 
A smile to cheer the heart o'ercbarged with woe P 

A hand to rescue from the world's drear wild, 
An outcast, whom the worldling scorns to know ? 

Look then on m«, and drop that pitying tear, 
Bestow on me that kind and cheering smile : 

One tear, one smile from mercy's eye, would bear 
My sighs away ; my heart of woe beguile. 

Forget not me^ the Poorest of the Poor, 
Cast out and scorned, despised and shunned by all ; 

Oh, clothe and feed me ! open mercy's door,) 
And let a friendless Gipsy bear thy call. 

Teach me His name, of whom I hear thee say, 
That pity brought Him from his throne above ; 

Oh ! bring me to Him, teach me how to pray. 
And let me share with thee redeeminfflo^e. 



Soon to ihe dust we speed, 

Our homes in ruins lie ; 
But goodlier mansions are decreed, 

To all who faithful die. 

Beared by no mortal hand, 

Fashioned by skill divine, 
Secure their strong foundations stand, 

And bright their glories shine. 

Now burdened with their load. 
The saints look up and sigh. 

And slowly tread the narrow road, 
That leads them to the sky. 

But soon they burst their chain, 

And, free as angels are, 
Released from earthly care and pain, 

Their Saviour's kingdom share. 
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THE HOLT SGBIPTUBES AN INCOM- 
PABABLE TBEASUBE. 

LINKS PBBFIXED TO AN EDITION OF TBB 
BIBLE DATED 1612, A.D. 

Hebe is the spriag where waters flow, 

To quench our lust of sin, 
Here is the tree where truth doth grow, 

To lead our liyes therein. 

Here is the Judge that ends the strife, 

When men's devices fail, 
Here is the bread that feeds the life, 

That death cannot assail. 

The tidings of salvation dear, 

Come to our ears from hence, 
The fortress of our faith is here, 

The shield of our defence. 

Bead not this hook in any case. 

But with a single eye ; 
Bead not, but first desire God's grace 

To understand thereby. 

Pray still in faith with this respect, * 

To fructify therein, 
That knowledge may have this e€ect^ 

To mortify thy 8\u« 



Then happj thou in ill Ihy life 
Whale'er to thee befalls, 

Tea, doubly blessed eh alt thou he, 
When God thy Sariour caUa. 

Calls thfe from a world of sin, 

Ofaorrowaudof care, 
To leave thie world and enter iu. 

Where aainlB hie glorj ehare. 



Creator, Spirit, i^rd of grace, 

Oh ! male our hearts thy d w ell ing place. 

And nilh Thy miiiht c^elestiol aid 

The bduIe of men which thou hast made. 

CoEue from (hy throne of light above, 
Thou comforter, thou holy dore, 
Come, oil of gladneBa, cleansing fire. 
And living spring of pure desire. 

O finger of the hand diiine, 
The seienfold (lifts of (trace are thine. 
And touched by thee, the lips proclaim. 
All praise to God's iiiost holy name. 
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GOD OUE HOPE. 
*' CMting all your can npon him/'— >I. Peter t. 7. 

Oh ! help me Lord to cast my oare 

On thee, most mercifal and kind ; 
A heavier load than I can bear 

Is pressing on my weary mind ; 
A load of bitter earthly grief, 

A load of sorrovf and of sin ; 
And when my spirit seeks relief| 

Dark troubled thoughts arise within. 

But thou hast promised, gracious Lord, 

To lighten all thy people's woes ; 
Be it according to thy word, 

And let my soul on thee repose. 
Help me to trust thy mighty power, 

And bless thee for thy tender lo?e 
And in my trial's darkest hour 

Let faidi and hope ascend above ! 

When I remember Jesus bore 

Our sins and sorrows heaviest weight. 
And gave his life that we no more 

Might sink forlorn and desolate. 
That thought shall calm my troubled breast, 

And bid each doubt and murmur cease : 
In thee my soul shall find her rest, 

In tiiee is everlasting peace. 



The great apostle cnea, 
** The things unseen pursue, 
Forgetting all beside." 

thou dost teach us still, 
And we would learn of thee } 

!nil on fbe hearenly hill^ 
Thy God, and j^nni, we 



Forget the thingR behind-^ 
Frees on to tungi before ; 

Whatever thou dott find^ 
Leave it, and ask for more. 

And what dost thon reoeiTe P 
Light, tratji, and graoe, and bUHl 

And ye^ eanst thooDelieve, 
Then shalt have more llian tUa* 



Thon shalt see greater tidngs, 

rrt. — — f u«»« kIamM thme 



ere 
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O, use the grace thou hast, 

In asking yet for more ; 
And all tby harden cast 

On him the cross who bore. 

AsIc, and thon shalt obtain 

Peace on a battle field ; 
Loss shall be changed to gain, 

And fear to hope shall yield. 

The sea of love divine, 

However deep it be, 
Believe that it is thine. 

And trast that bonndless sea. 

Then press towards the mark 

Of thy high calling's prize ; 
Beyond death's) valley dark 

The full fruition lies. 



ON HEARING TWO YOUNG LADIES 

SING A SONG CALLED THE 

"ROSE OF THE DESERT." 

Kind maidens, if the sweetness of yonr strain 
Can for a moment still the throb of pain. 
If "desert roses" such a bloom supply. 
As kindles sparkling hope in care's dim eye ; 
How sweetly shall their grateful song resound, 
Who painless rest, and endlessjoy have found 1 
How bright the Amaranth of Eden's glades. 
Which springs to form the crown that never fades. 



\ 



A TOILSOME life is mine, 
And troubles mark my way — 

Lord, let thy tender mercy shine, 
And turn the night to day. 

My wants aud woes abound, 

I sink in helpless fear— 
Oh Father I ever gracious found, 

I pray &ee still be near ! 

Look down with pitying eye. 
My Saviour and my God I 

And hear my spirit^s humble cry, 
O'er burdened with its load! 

Thou seest, gracious Lord, 

The trouble of my soul I 
Shew me the comforts of thy word, 

And murmuring thoughts controu 
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CHBIST THE WAY. 

**I am fhe way, the troth, and the life; no man oometh 
unto the father but hy me."— John xIt. 6. 

Thbbb is one only path to mortals gi^en. 
By which they may ascend to heayen. 

Thoa art the way — O may I walk therein, 
And leaye the varied paths of woe and sin ! 
Thou art the truth, hlest Son ! send out thy light, 
And dissipate the shades of deathful night ; 
Thou art the life — he thou the Fount in me, 
Whose living stream flows through eternity. 

'Tis Jesus ! hy thy spirit and thy blood, 
The fallen race of man is brought to God. 

Thou art the way to heaven, the living way. 
By which we mount to realms of endless day : 
Thou art the truth, by whose enlight'ning ray 
Alone, we find the one appointed way ; 
T*hou art the lifi^ by which we gain the strength 
To tread the way when found, and reach our hea- 
ven at length. 

Anmb Elliot. 



REFLECTION ON THE PAST. 

'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours. 
And ask them what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome 

news. 
Their answers form what men experieiice <iTJ>\ \ 
If wisdom's friend, her best : if not, "wot^t l<»% 



1 



1^11JCV1J5XXA1^ o. J 



For the strength of the hills, we bless t 

Our God, our iathei's God ! 
Thou hast made our children mighty, 

By the touch oi the mountain sod. 
Thou hast fixed our place of refuge 

Where the spoiler s foot ne'er trod ; 
For the strength of the hills, v»e bless tfa 

Our God, our father^s God ! 

We are watchers of a beacon 

Whose light must never diA ; 
We are guardians of an altar 

'Midst the silence of the sky : 
Tbe rock yields founts of courage. 

Struck forth as by thy rod^ 
For the strength of the hills, we blest tl 

Our God, our father's God. 
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The royal eagle darteth 

On his quarry from the heights, 
And the stag that knows no ro aster. 

Seeks there his wild delights ; 
Bat we for ihy communion 

Have sought the mountain sod, « 
For the strength of the hills, we hless thee. 

Our God, our father's God. 

Mrs. Hbmans* 



THE DEPARTURE Of THE 
CHRISTIAN, 

Dear as thou wert, and justly dear, 

"We will not weep for thee : 
One thought shall check the starting tear. 

It is — that thou art free. 
And thus shall faith's consoling power 

The tears of love restrain ; 
Oh ! who that saw thy parting hour, 

Couid wish thee here again ? 

Triumphant in thy closing eye. 

The hope of glory shone ; 
Joy breathed in thy expiring sigh, 

To think the light was won. 
Gently the passing spirit fled. 

Sustained by grace divine ; 
Oh I may such grace on me be shed. 

And make my end like thine. 



THE USE OF FLOWERS. 
Gdd might have made the earth hriag forth 

Enough for f^eat and ?mail, 
The oak-tree, and the cedsr-trt^e, 

Without a flower at all. 

He might have made indeed enough, 



The ore within the mountain mine 

Reqoireth none to grow, 
Nor doth it need the lotos -flower* 

Tomake the river How. 

The clouds might give ahundant raiu, 

The nightly dews might fall ; 
And the herb that keepeth life ia man,. 

Might yet have drunk them all. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made, 

All djed with rain-bow light: 
All fashion'd with supremest grace, 

Up springing dsj and night. 



Springing in valieyi green a 



SACRED POETRT. 133 

Oar outward life requires them not- 
Then wherefore had they hirth P 

To minister delight to man, 
To beautify the earth ; 

To comfbrt man— to whisper life, 

YThene'er his faidi is dim ; 
For whoso careth for the flowers, 

Will much more care for him ! 



GOD OUR HELPER. 

Thrice happy man^ whose soul is staid 
On Grod's unseen but certain aid ; 
Beneath his shadow he'll retreat, 
And neyer fear afflicting heat. 

Hear what Grod utters from aboTe— 
'' Since he has iixed on me his Iotc, 
Has known and Bas obeyed my will, 
I'll place him out of reach of ill. 

" Whene'er he prays, his prayer I'll hear, 
I'll in his trouble still be near ; 
Not only him from guilt redeem, 
But raise him in the world's esteem. 

'* He long shall happy li^e below, 
lAy blessings him shall overflow ; 
When, languishing for heaTcn, he dies, 
Eternal joys shall glad his eyes." 



\ 
i 
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CONSIDER THE LILIES 




OseEIirG the r 
Obcrare the var 
They neither toi 
T« •ee how wa 

glow? 
What royal Teat 
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m tbcj bluBh, how bright they 
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What roya! 
■What Kme 
If, then, th- 
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Will He no 
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Thomson. 
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NO INFLUENCE. 
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' a ahininK beam at noon 
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Doth not each rain drop hf Ip to 
1 The cold rcfreshinB shower ; 
And ri-ery ray of liglil to warm 
-ind beautify the fiuuM f 
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SATUBDAY NIGHT 

AoAiN the wee1c*s dull labours close ; 
The sons of toil) from toil repose ; 
And fast the evenioG^ gloom descends, 
"While home the weary peasant wends. 
This night his eyes, with slumber sweet, 
Shall drop their lids; to-morrow greet 
A day of calm content, and rest- 
To labour's aching limbs how blest ! 

Now, ere I seet my peaceful bed. 
And on the pillow rest my head, 
Oh, come, my soul, and now surrey 
The mercies of the week and day ! 
From danger who ray frame hath kept, 
YThile waking, and what time I slept ?— 
Who hath my every want supplied. 
And to my footsteps proved a guide P 

'Tis Thoo, my God !— to Thee belong 
Incense of praise, and hallowed song ; 
To Thee be all the glory given. 
Of all my mercies under heaven. 
From Thee my daily bread and health, 
Each comfort— all my spirit's wealth 
Have been derived ; my sins alone.^ 
And errings I can caU my otth. 



And fill my soul with hallow'd fire. 

And when the night of death is come, 
And 1 must slumber in the tomb, 
Oh, then, my God, this faint heart cheer, 
And far dispel the shades qf fear ; 
And teach roe, in thy strength, to tread 
The path which leads me to the dead, 
Assured, when life's hard toils are o'er, 
Of rest with Thee for evermore ! 

Walkei 



THE COTTAGERS E\rENING SONG 

'Tis eventide, the sun's last gleam 
Beneath the wave will soon be gone ; 

But ere it leaves the peaceful stream. 
Our daily labour will be done. 
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THE DIVINE PRESENCE. 

"Lo .' Iain with yon always." — Matt. xxyiii.20. 

Is my divine Redeemer near, 

y^ill he be with me still? 
Bow should my spirit shrink with fear 

From all approach of ill. 
How should I cleanse my heart within, 
And guard against the snares of sin! 

When in the house of God 1 kneel, 

And lift my heart to pray— 
If wandering thoughts should o'er me steal, 

And faith and love decay , 
This shall revive my lifeless prayer, 
That Christ is ever present there. 

When pain and grief my heart oppress, 

And dangers gather round, 
When in the hour of deep distress, 

No help on earth is found. 
To comfort me, protect and guide. 
The Lord is standing at my side. 

When earthly gain, or earthly care, 
Would tempt my feet astray, 

And lead me into many a snare, 
Far from the narrow way — 

Yet in that hour I sball not fall, 

For Christ is with me when V c«\\. 



trhen those r loved from earCta bsT* Bsd 

And left me in mj woe — 
Tet Jwna is my cadstnnt Friend, 
And will not leave me to ttie end. 
When alretohed upon my bed I lie, 

When no tind belpm^ hand i( nigh, 

Or human help is vain — 
My Saviour will be present fhere, 
And listen (o my dying prayer. 
And in that last and awful day. 

When heaven and eartb ehall flee, 
Jesus the life, the truth, the way, 

In live remember me I 
Let me behold Thee lace to face, 
la thy etetaal dwelling place. 

SPRING. 
When brighter suns and milder ekiei 

Proclaim the openinc year, 
What various sounds of joy arise I 

What prospects bright appear 1 
Tbe stream-., all beautiful and bright, 

EeHect the mcirning sky. 
And then, with music in his Bight, 

The lark ascends on bib'b. 
Earth and ber thousand voices give, 

■I'beir thounand notes of praise. 
And we who by bis mercy live. 

To God our songs will raise. 
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LINES, 

SUGGBSTBD BY THE SIGHT OF BISHOP 

COYERDALB'S arm chair, in THB P08- 

BB88ION OF G. W. BRA1KBNRIDGE, ESg., 

BROOMWBLL HOUSE, BRISTOL. 

Did, then, the renerable Coverdale 

Own this rude Chair ? Did be, whose ardent zeal 

First gave to England, God's eternal word 

In her own language, rest his aged limbs 

In this plain seat of simple workmanship ? 

Hail yalaed relic of departed days : 

Memorial of past cares, and toil endured, 

For God and yirtue's sake ! How does the sight 

Of thy quaint antiquated form call up 

The thought of times gone by, of studious hours, 

Of nights consumed in anxious solitude. 

In saintly meditation, and in prayer 

To that most gracious Spirit, which instructs, 

To read aright the oracles of God ! 

Methinks I see the reverend prelate sit, 

Bis rapt eye raised to heaven, and lighted up 

"With glad anticipation of the fruit 

Of that blest tree of knowledge, which his hand 

Is planting in his native soil. I see 

His pale face brightly beaming as he reads 

Of that all gracious promise, that the wise 

Shall shine like to the firmament, and they 

That turn their brethren unto righteousness 

Even as the stars for ever and ever. 

I msrk him as he turns the sacred page, 

How he draws comfort from the gt&cioM^ -^lott^ 



)f riKhteousneM; for hea 
'boer'd by hia SiTiiiur's promise, how hi« aoul 
^onr; upward ! how he pliea ba much loved tsnk, 
Seckless of tornire, and the bload-stained snord 
3f ODrelenting bifjotn' ' He besra 
n mind the grwat Creator's firat eommiuid, 
'Let there be 1i);ht," and 1o, hia laak ia done: 
N'ow lettest thou, Ihj senaDt, Lord, depart 
[n pence, and half trimnpb ; for his eyet 
Hnte Mcen the sacred volume abed ita light 
Upnn bia native land. England, the word 
Of lifB is thine ! O prize it as thou oupht'st, 

Dauattesa, firat gave it to bia parent land. 

J.E. 
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THE BISING MOON. 

Thb moon is up I How calm and slow. 

She wheels above the hill I 
The weary winds forget to blow. 

And all the world lies stiU. 



The way-worn travellers with delight, 

The rising brightness see, 
Kevealine all the paths and plains, 

And gilding every tree. 

So once on Jndah's evening hills, 
The heavenly lustre spread, 

The gospel sounded from the blaze, 
And shepherds gazed with dread. 

And still that light upon the world 
Its guiding splendour throws : 

Bright in the opening hours of lifey 
But brighter at the close. 

The waning moon, in time, shall fail 
To walk the midnight skies, 

Bot God hath given us a light, 
A fire that never dies* 



Welcome sweet wanderer back again 

To thy deserted nest, 
Why didst thou spread thy silken wing, 

And leave thy home of rest ? 

Why didft 6100 leaire me weeping^ nd 
1V> tiiinlE where thon eouUbt bey 

Ha^ I not always been, mj Dofey 
Gentle and kind to tbee f 

Sadi eoodng mom Pfe brooght te^ 1M 

And water, freah and dear. 
And well repaid my eare batii bten. 

Thy plaintiTe notes to hear. 

And many a lesson hate I leant 
My genUe «ie of th«,^_^_ ^_„ 
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rhoa dost remind me, too, sweet bird. 

Of No!ib'8 faithful dove, 
rhat o'er the «ride spread waters bore 

The branch of peace and love, 

3efore the heanteons arch of God, 

Spealcing good will to man, 
3y his Almighty power, was thrown 

Across the Heaven's blue span. 

iTes glorions was that rainbow gleam. 

But, oh ! still brighter far. 
The glory that in after years, 

Shone forth in Bethlehem's star* 



)a God I within my youthful breast^ 
Let thy blest Spirit shine. 

Teach me the Saviour's dying love, 
And make me ever thine* 



:aely eising and pbateb. 

'E Grod before the world ; let him not go 
thou hast a blessing ; then resign 
whole onto him, and remember who 
iil'd by wrestling ere the sun did sh.ne : 
oil upon the stones, weep for thy sin, 
Joomey on, and have an e^^ \o\i««.V^« 



1 



THE ENTREATY OF RUTH. 

Why woold'at thou Ijanish from thy 

One, who can ne'er forget thy ea 

'Who, b thy hoDse «DDld fun abide, 

And al) thy weary WHaderingB sbare. 
Say'st tbou bIhs I do hnme is thine ? 

Thea where the wild blast tears the tree 
■Where forests ftnwn, or bramblep twine, 

My Mother I I will dnell with thee. 
Tes, yes, o'er mountain, stream, and hill, 

Close by thy aide my feet shall stand ; 
The same cnld spring our cops shall fill, 

The same lone oaiern be our bed. 
This hand shall strew thy thorny road. 

With soft affection's filial flowers: 
One God — ^one people — one abode — 

One grave—one burial — shall be onrs I 



THE RESURRECTION. 

The darkest clouds give lightninm birth, 
The pearl is formed in ocean's bed ; 

The germ unperishing in earth, 

Springs from its grave as from the dead. 

So shall the relics of the just, 



I. KLowitujuxv^, 



THE VILLAGE PASTOR^ 
UcieKILFiTL he to fawn, or seek for power, 
B; dootrineB foshiaoed lo the TKrying honr ; 
F&t other aims his heart had learned to prixe 



To tempt her aew-Sed^ed nflspriag lo the Mel ; 
Be tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 
Allured to brighter worida aod led the way. 
At church with meek and u nutfected gruce, 
His looki >doni«<l the venerahle place : 
Truth from h<a lips pretailed with double Biray, 
And fool*, who CHme to scoff, remaiaed to pray. 
The aeriice past, around the pious mau, 
"With ready zeal, eaclfhoneBt rustic ran ; 
E'eo children folloired with endearing wile. 
And placked hii gowo, to share the good mao'i 



Their welfare pleucd him, and their ci 

To them hii heart, his loTe, hiegrleb weregiTen, 
Bui all hia serious tfaoughta had rest in hearen. 
As aome tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the Tale, and midway leaves th( 



a breast the rolling clouds ai 



Why, lovely msid, thas 



1 thy btoomiii); 



Of eartti regBrdleis, and the thinga of Timd P 
Ihou maj'st become an inmate oT the skies, 
"Without diBBoWing Nature's tender des ; 
The gTHciaus Power who rules o'er hearen and 

la not the foe of youthful, harmleaa mirth ; 

And though He bida thee tbink on things above, 

Forbids thee not to o»n an earthly lore ; 

All eentient creatures bappy are and gay. 

In the mild mormng of life's little day, 

And seldom scorn to bless the cheerful light, 

^Hiro' apprehensions of the comine night ; 

Though Christ demanda an undivided heart, 

Yet lindred beings claim an inferior part; 

Thus heavenly objects may tby thoughts employ, 

In harmony with Friendship, Love, and Joy. 



THE BIBLB. 

PiOBoflife, oflight, a 

Prop to age, and guid 

Let ma now thy leaves unmio, 

Precious mure than gems or gold, 

Bead, and feel thy balloired elrain 

Immortality to gain. 



! of youth, 



THE DEPARTOEE OF SUMMEK, 

TBBfrlonr arBummer 

Is fuled Bud fled, 
The wrearlis that adom'd her 

Are dying, or dead ; 
The antumn ia coming, 

Aad, strong iaite blast, 
TTill opea for winter 

A paiJSBge at last. 

Oh I how to mj spirit 

Itseemelh to eny, 
Thaa too is thj summer 

Fast fading anay ; 
And the tbingg that Ihnn loTest, 

Though beHntifuinow^ 
And the frieoda thou hast chosen 

Are fragile as thoa. 



Wherejojs thou hast lost 
ThoQ shalt oerer deplore, 

Vhere tbe frienda thou haat chosen 
ShaU leace thee ua maK\ 



J 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 



4 



To bless a hvan of earthly mould ; 
Love tbat ihrou^h life ean De'ei grow cold ) 
This in a, mother'a love. 



f be child she 



Blest iofant, whom his mother taught, 

Earlv to aeek the Lord, 
And poored upon bis dawning thougbtt, 

Tbe day-sprinjt ot the word ; 

"Time 19 eternity benun ;" 
Behold Mat mother's love. 

J. MOKTOOKIRT, 
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BONDAGE OF ISRAEL. 

Judges ▼!. 

Ob ! Tsrael darl[ was the doom of thy nation, 
When the spoilers of Midian preTail'd o'er thjr 
pride, 
When thy children were scattered in wide desola- 
tion, 
And forced in the dens and mouDtains to hide. 

They cried to the Lord to withdraw his just sen- 
tence : 

He heard them : and sdon at his bidding, arose 
A prophet, to bring their hard hearts to repenta ace ; 

A champion to humble the might of their foes. 

No outward destroyers our land are oppressing : 
But, alas ! we have foes who assault from 
wi thin- 
How many, perchance, whom I now am address-^ 

ing, 
Have struggled for years in the bondage of sin I 

l?e are driven by sin from your homes of calm quiet. 
Ye fly to the world, poor impoverished slaves; 

Yet degraded ye sigh in its scenes ot wvld.\\Q\.^ 
As desolate Israel mourii*d \ii\ieT c^N«%n 



I 



1G0 FLOWEBS oc 

IhnisDnk in thethrildoDtolshBuii 
Tn wbooi cui y« turn; to ibe 
pUsd P 

Will he send ;ou a. prophet to gire 
Will he eend ;ou a Gideon to hel 



fe 



a prophet to tell of yoni errori ; 
j.ue i{^arieAB,firni prenchers of God's bo); word 
STB dwelt (0 you oft on hia love and his terrors—* 
Bat the message was alighted, Ihe wsnuDg 



THE SINNER'S FRIEND. 

Thou friend of sinners I who hast bought 

Our freedom with thy precious blood ; 
Whose grace my waniierinR feet hath sought, 



c nilh grateful loTe. 



Myainsforeiv, 
^DdGllmjhei 

Thee, let my ardent eoul pursue ; 

To Thee with fervent love aspire ; 
Qhmay th-' spirit still renew 

Within mj- heart that heavenly fire ; 

To gnard the eacred treasure there. 

In suffering, he thy love my peace ; 

In weaknesa, be thy love my poirer ; 
Anduhen this mortal life shall cease, 

Bless with thy love my dying hour ; 
Point me to realms of endless day, 
A nd nipe [he lateal tear awaj. 
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NAAMAN'S PRIDE AND FOLLY. 

II. Kings, T. 3dL 

Thus arrogant and thus absnrdi 
"Was he who then the prophet heard ; 
We blame his language ;-— are not we 
At foolish and as prond as he P 

A fountain is nnsealed to saye. 
Of virtue passing Jordan^s waTe, 
Beyond Bethesda's healing spring,— 
Though ruffled by an angel's wing. 

There might we in this gospel day. 
Wash all our leprosy away, 
Cleanse from our spirits every stain. 
And more than child-like whiteness gain. 

But faith is low, and pride is high, 
We view that fount with doubting eye, 
And choose with proud and angry tone 
Well •springs and fountains of our own. 

O Thou ! whose love that fount unseal'd 
By which alone we can be heal'd. 
Strengthen our faith, subdue our pride. 
Nor let our leprosy abide. 

Teach us in simple faith to prove. 
The power of thy redeeming love. 
That like the Syrian we may see. 
And own there is no God but Thee 



FAMILY 1NTEBC0CE8E. 

Oh 1 ivieei as lemBl dexa that fill 
The closing hada on Sfon's Eiill, 

■When evening elondi draw thEther, 



Lire peacefully together. 

The children lite the smiling floiiers, 
On which descend the sun and showers, 

Their hues of beantj' blending ; 
The parents, like (he willow boughs. 
On which the loreiy foliage prowg. 

Their fiiendly Fhade extending. 

Yet leaTH the grecneEt will decaj. 
And Sowers the brightest fade awaj, 

When autumn winds are sweeping; 
And he (he house liold e'er so fair. 
The hanil of death nilUoon be there, 

And turn tbe seeneto weeping. 

But leaves again nill clothe tbe trees. 

When spring comes smiling hither [ 
And friends who piirted at the tomb, 
May yet again renen tbeir bloom, 



Mda 
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THE SABBATH, 

Pbar 18 the hallowed mom to me 
When Tillage bells awal^e the daj ; 

And by their sacred minstrelsy, 
Call me from earthly cares away. 

And dear to me the wioged hoar. 

Spent in thy hallowed courts, O Lord ! 

To feel dcTotion's soothing power, 
And catch the manna of ihj word. 

And dear to me the lond Amen, 
Which echoes through the blest abode, 

Whicn swells and sinl^s, and swells again, 
Dies on the walls, but lives to Crod. 

In secret I have often prayed. 

And still the anxious tear would fall ; 

But on thy sacred altar laid. 

The fire descends and dries them all. 

Oft when the world, with iron hands. 
Has bound me in his six-days' chain, 

This bursts them, like the strong man's bands, 
And lets my spirit loose again. 



Go, man of pleaflure, sii f^«. _^ 
Of broken Sabbaths sing the charn 

Ours be the prophet's car of fire. 
That bears us to our Father's armi 

CUNNIVQ] 



THE HEAVENLY TEACHEI 

From every thing our Saviour saw. 
Lessons of wisdom he would draw ; 
The clouds, the colours of the skj ; 
The gentle breeze that whispers by ; 
The fields white o'er with waving com 
The lilies that the vale adorn ; 
The reed that trembles in the wind ; 
The tree when none its fruit can find ; 
Thp drifting sand, the flinty rook, 

^ *v»o fPTnnpiit'fl mht 
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THY WILL BE DONE. 

It 18 a short and simple prayer. 

But 'tis the Christian's stay, 
Through every yaried scene of care. 

Until his dying day. 
A» through the wilderness of life 

Calmly he wanders on, 
His prayer in every time of strife 

Is still, "Thy will be done I" 

YThen in his happy infant years 

He treads 'midst thomless flowers ; 
VThen pass away his smiles and tears 

Like April suns and showers : 
Then, kneeling by his parents' hearth, 

Play-tired, at set of sun, 
What is the prayer he murmurs forth P 

—"Father, thy will be done." 

When the bright summer sky of time, 

Cloudless, is o'er him spread ; 
When love's bright wreath is in its prime. 

With not one blossom dead : 
Whilst o'er his hopes, and prospects fair. 

No mist of woe hath gone ; 
Still, he repeats his first taught prayer— 

'^Father, thy will be done." 






««%• ... 



Still fragrantly breatne uu , 
So when dark clouds life's heaven de 
He prays, "Thy will be donel" 

And when the winter of his age 

Sheds o'er his locks its snows; 
"When he can feel his pilgrimage 

Fast drawing to a close : 
Then, as he finds his strength declin< 

This is his prayer alone : 
"To thee my spirit I resign — 

Father I thy will be done !" 

Maby Ann 



TTTT7 VOU T.TV 
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'HE BIGfiTEOUS BLESSED tN DEATH. 

How blesfl'd the righteous when he dies, 
"When sinks a weary soul to rest^ 

How mildly beam the closing eyes, 
How gently heaTes the expiring breast ! 

So fades a summer clond away. 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er, 

So gently shuts the eye of day, 
So dies a wave along the shore. 

A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys : 
Nothing disturbs that peace profound, 

Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 
Where lights and shades alternate dwell ! 

How bright the unchanging morn appears I 
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell I 

Life's duty done, as sinks the clay. 
Light from its load the spirit flies ; 

While heaven and earth combine to say, 
*<How bless'd the righteous when he dies." 

Mrs. Babbauld. 



rLovTERS or 



AN EVENING PRATER. 
Lord nf mj life, whose tender care 

Here lanlj at the boar of pra;Gr, 

Before ihy (hrone I bow ; 
I bJess (by gracious band, and pray 

ForgiTonesB far another dsj. 

Hanibly, O Lord, I come to Thae, 

Sinful before tbee fall ; 
My Saviour's blood my only plea, 

My lift), my bope, my all ; 
Clothe me in tbe Redeemer's dien, 
Hia spotless robe of righteousness. 

I pray Iby grace my wayward beart, 

From this vain world to free; 
The rlebes of thy lote impart 



To tbee and to Iby glory live — 

Dead to all else below : 
Tread in the pa^ my Saviour trod, 
Thoogh thorny, yet tbe path to God! 



1 
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With prayer, my humble praise I brings 

For meroiee day by day : 
Lord, teach my heart thy love to sing — 

Lord, teach me how to pray. 
All that I have, I am, to Thee 
I offer through eternity. 

Thon, blessed Grod, hast been my gnide, 
Through life my guard and friend ; 

And still throughout life's wearied tide 
Preserve me to the end : 

And when this lifers sad journey *8 past, 

Receive me to thyself at last. 

In my Redeemer's name, for all 

These blessings I implore ; 
Prostrate, O Lord, before thee fall. 

And gratefully adore ; 
Look from thy throne of earth and skies, 
And bless my evening sacrifice. 



CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 

Soldier, go— but not to claim 

Mouldering spoils of earth-bom treasure. 
Not to build a vaunting name. 

Not to dwell in tents of pleasure. 
Dream not that the way is smooth, 

Hope not that the thorns are roses ; 



1 

■ * ^ 

1 . Tl 
1 

j : 



^ w. .««uu i— mere is no retoniii 

* 

Soldier, rest— but not for tiiee 
Spreads the world her downy 
: \ , j On the rock thy coach most be, 

'■ '* While around thee chafes the 

Thine must be a watchful sleep. 
Wearier than another's wakii 
Such a charge as thon dost keep 
Brooks no moment of forsakin] 
Sleep, as on the battle«field 
Girded — grasping sword uu 
Those thou canst not name or nc 

- I, Steal upon thy broken slumber* 
Ji 

!| Soldier, rise—the war is done ; 
I Lo, the hosts of hell are flying 

1 I 'Twas thy Lord the battle won ; 

} Jesus Tanquished them by dyin 

!. \ l| Pass the stream — before thee lies 



: i • 

. I- 
1 
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FLOWERS FOR THE BEE. 

Comb, boney-bee, with thy busy bam, 
To the fragrant toifts of the wild thyme come, 
And gip the sweet dew from the cowslip's head, 
From die lily's bell and- the violet's bed*. 

Come, honey bee, 

There is spread for thee 
. A rich repast in wood and field. 

And a thousand flowers 

Within our bowers 
To thee their sweetest essence yield. 

Come, honey-bee, to our woodlands comoi ^ 

There's a legson for us in thy busy hum ; 

Thou hast a treasure in store in the hawthorn's 

wreath. 
In the golden broom and the purple hea^h ; 
And flowers less fair 
That scent the air. 
Like pleasant friends drop balm for thee, 
And thou winnest spoil 
By thy daily toil, 
Thou patient, and thrifty, and diligent bee^ 

We may learn from the bee the wise man's lore, 
" The hand of the diligent gatherelh store." 
He plies in his calling from morn till night, 
"Sot tires of his labour nor flags in his flight 
From numberless blossoms of every hue, 
He gathers the nectar and sips the d^^>, 
L 



'htn bomeward he apeedi 



uika too aiiae 



'or oar dailj aupplie! 
God upheld, »e hut 
'a IT be re the Hying v 
ind fruiu celestial ei 



SUN OF KIGHTEOUSNESS. 

ST, nhora glory tills the ekin, 
ist, Ibe true, the only light, 

ampb o'er the shades of eight: 
pring from on high, be near; 
tar uf my heart appear. 



] 
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TO BEATRICE L- 



N HBR BIRTH-DAT, WHEN 8HB WAS FITS 

TBAR8 OLD. 



LiTTLB Beatrice 1 I maj 
Give to thee my votive lay ; 
Wishing length of days and health, 
Tears of comfort and of wealth ; 
And that friends, with hearts sincere, 
May increase each opening year. 
Nor will I omit t' express 
Wish of greater tenderness ;— 
That thou may est, in thy youth, 
Know the God of love and truth ; 
Thai his Spirit may impart 
His own image to thy heart ; 
That thou ever may'st be found 
Pilgrim unto Zion bound ; 
That thy course may be direct. 
That thy progress be uncheck'd ; 
That thy heart may ever prove 
Given to thy Saviour's love ; 
And that, when thy course is o'er. 
Thou may'st gain Uiat happy shore. 
Where, on thy Redeemer's breast, 
Thou may*8t find eternal rest. 

R, W,¥Lx\.^. 



Flowers of the tieia, now 1**^^- . 

Man's frailty to portray ; 
Blooming so fair in morning's bea 

Passing at eve away ! 
Teach us, and oh ! though short 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in 

Go, form a monitory wreath 
For youth's unthioking brow ; 

Go, and to busy manhood breath< 
"Wbat most he fears to know ; 

Gro, strew the path w here age do 

And tell him of the silent dead. 

But, whilst to thoughtless ones t 
Ye breathe these troths sever 

To those who droop in pale deci 
Have ye no word of cheer ? 

^y» ' ves : ye weave a double S' 
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And faj, tiiat He who fh>m the dait 

Becalls the ilombering flower, 
WiU fiirelj Tisit those who tnist 

The Savioar's love aqd power ; 
Will mark where sleeps their peacefiil claj, 
And roily ere long, the stone away. 



THE HEAVENWARD COURSE. 



The bird let loose in eafltem skies, 

When hastening fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth ber wing, nor flies 

Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light. 

Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 

Nor shadows dim her way. 



So grant me, God, from every care. 

And sinful passion free, 
Through pure religion's clearer air. 

To hold my course to tbee ! 
No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way : 

Thy freedom on her wings. 



FLQWEBa OF 



HYMN OF THE WALDENSES. 

HEiB, Father, hear thy faint, afflicted flool 
Crj to thee frnm the dcaert and the rock, 
'Whils those who »eek to sla; thy children, hold 
Blasphemous worship under roofs of gold ; 
And the hroad piodlj land?, with pleaeaat aira, 
That nuise the grape, atid wave (be grun, are 

Yet hetter were this mountain wildemesa, 
And this wild life of Buffering Bad diatrees — 
Watchinps hj night, and danj^erous flight bj da;, 
And meetings in the depths of earth to pray : 
Better, far better, than to kneel with them. 
And pay the impious rite thy lawa condemn. 

Soon, mighty God, soon aball thy frotin break 

forth 
Unveiled, and terribly shall sliake the earth : 
Then the foul power of Anticbrift, and all 
His lonn upheld idolatries, shall fall. 
Thou ahalt raise up the trampled and oppreat. 
And thy delivered aainta shall dwell in rest. 
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MABBIAGE HYMN. 

Not for the summer hour alone. 

When sides resplendent shine, 
And youth and pleasure fill the throne, 

Our hearts and hands we join ; 

But for those stem and wintry days 

Of peril, pain, and fear, 
When Heaven's wise discipline doth make 

This earthly journey drear. 

Not for this span of life alone, 

Which as a blast doth fly, 
And like the transient flower of grass. 

Just blossom, droop, and die ; 

But for a being without end. 

This vow of love we take : 
Grant us, O Grod 1 one home at last. 

For our Redeemer's sake. 

Mri. Siooubnbt. 



HOPE. 

SwBET Hope ! ue^er failing friend of man ; 

Thy power we all can tell, 
For all have need that power to scan. 

And to apply it welL 
Thou say'st to-morrow's sun will shine. 

And should a cloud o'erspread ; 
One smiling ray, sweet Hope, of thlne^ 

WiJJ lift the drooping head. 



i 



Our thanks we pay, 
This holy day ; 
O let our hearts in tune be found. 

If Spring doth wake the song of mirt 
If Summer warms the fruitful earth, 
If "Winter sweeps the dreary plain, 
Or Autumn yields its ripened grain. 
Still do we sing, 
To Thee, our King ; 
Through all their changes Thou dosi 

But chiefly when Thy liberal hand, 
Scatters new plenty o'er the land, 
"When sounds of music fill the air, 
As homeward all their treasures bet 

"We too will raise 

Our hymn of praise, 
For we Thy common bounties share 
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LI]N£S 

ON HBABINO THE 8INOINO OF A BOBIN WITH 

THE PSALMODY OF THS CONORBOATION IN 

MANCBTTER CHURCH, ON SUNDAY MOBNINO, 

NOVEMBER 26TH, ]8d8« 

Sweet bird ! who taaght thee thas to raise 
Thj little voice in notes of praise P 
Thy joy it seem'd with us to sing 
The glories of our Heavenly King ; 
And from thy little warbling throat. 
To sound thy loudest, sweetest note, 
As if thy voice was meant to blame 
Christians, whose silence is their shame. 

B. R. 



A THOUGHT, 

iUOOBSTED BY A DYING FATHER'S BEQUEST 

TO HIS CHILDREN THAT HE MIGHT SEE HIS 

GARDEN ONCE MORE, FEBRUARY 8tH, 1843. 

Let me once more my garden see, 

That garden once so dear to me. 

Alas ! 'tis now o'erspread with gloom : 

It seems an emblem of the tomb !— 

Yet, Lord, there is a garden fair, 

"Where balmy odours fill the air : 

"Where flowers of celestial day. 

Shall never, never, fade away. 

Since there " The Tree of Life" I view, 

Content—I bid the earth adieu\ _ 



xiUFJSijJsss jrriHuutJr i uero x lu uuuus u «u uwwuf 
Without a friend to whom my woes to tell. 
Shut out from social scenes, from cheerfiil air, 
Here I must die, the rictim of despair. 

What are ike Sisters f — each her felUnr't ipfi 
Bound to re?eal who darm to wen oc ilglit 
How sadnoM overoafti aj yoaihnl ImWi 
Whene'er 1 tiiink imoo mj fintal vov.-— 
Why wai I tenmtea tnxHk a Toir to takt. 
As boond me all my Undnd to fonaka r 
To them Ite loet— 1 am fbr ever dead 
When shall liie ben auMmnoe my epIritliiidP 
When shall my sod Hiat'i mom o'erwhetead wlA 

grief, 
Bejoioe Hiat H has fbimd its last fattBTy 
Where captife spirits shall be free agida. 
And own a graoioiis Safioor'ii genlls rsiga f 

Is there no hope, bat tiiat beyond Hie gnwa f 
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EOBEBT GLOVER, 

S8TANT MARTYR, WHO LIVED IN 
NOR HOUSE AT MANCETTBR, AND 
.NT AT COYSNTRY, SEPT. 20tH, 1665. 

thfiil Glover !— -faithful when but few 
allegiance to their Maker, trae ; 
e we honour, who didst choose to die, 
lan thy Bedeemer's cause deny : 
be Holy Spirit did impart 
ty aid ! 'twas He consoled thy heart, 
! thee in the trying hour to prove 
iised comfort of a Saviour's love, 
n removed from all thou countedst dear, 
iour did thy fainting spirit cheer, 
ent halls, and in the gloomy cell, 
his righteous servant deigned to dwell ; 
liberty on thee bestow, 
ily the afiBicted saints can know ; 
joy in thy temptation give, 
ou in prosperous hours didst.ne'er receive; 
iQs blessed thee with abundant grace, 
trflowed thy soul with heav'nly peace, 
r before the rulers thou wast brought, 
iful soul with wisdom's gifts was fraught ; 
ade thee bold, and mighty to defend 
iths divine on which our hopes depend ; 
n at length they doomed thee to the fire, 
8 their malice — impotent their ire, 
ly blazing car thou didst ascend 
iumphant wb\c\i «\\a)\\\ss«t ^ti^% 



our s come 
To take my ransomed spirit to his he 
There he will place me at his own ri 
For ever numbered with that chosen 
Who now arrayed in robes of spotlet 
Cast down before the throne their crc 
Sing of Salvation, and the palm brai 
Before the Lord— omnipotent to sav 



LINES 

ON A TOUKO ENGLISHMAN, D 
THE BITER ILLINOIS, NORTH 

He sunk to rise no more in that sw 
Short was his life, and all his hopes 
He sunk— no human power availed 
No hand could snatch him from a 
That gravis he once so little though 
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THE VICARAGE. 

Blbst be the hand that gave me this retreat, 
In which unnumber'd mercies daily meet : 
Oh ! may a home so rich in peace to me, 
Be found a temple > gracious Lord, to thee — 
Oh ! may it be to thee a bouse of prayer, 
"Who deignst to make it thy paternal care, 
And sweet as incense may my praise ascend, 
To God my Father, and to God my Friend. 

My peaceful garden, sweetest of its kind, 
Should also bring thy goodness, Lord, to mind : 
At all times cheerful, and at all times gay, 
It smiles in winter as in genial May : 
Made to dispel each rising cloud of gloom. 
And cheer my pathway to the silent tomb ; 
May its green plants, and fragrant flowers which 

blow, 
r«ead me to Him <<from whom all blessings flow.'* 

To Him who in a garden prayed and bled 
That I might live when numbered with the dead. 
Then when I'm called to leave this loved retreat. 
My spirit shall thy gracious welcome meet. 
Then shall my garden point to that blest place 
Once lost to Adam and bis guilty race. 
Then shall 1 leave it for the Eden won 
Again for man by God's eternal Son. 



The Saviour calls — arising from th 
Blind Bartimeus welcomes the glad 
And casting off his garment and his 
He sought, and hoped, and found the 

His sight receiyed, with wonder an 
He saw the Lord, and gave hiin al' 
Then faithful to the power that con] 
He followed Jesus, ne'er to leave h 

Sinner draw near, thj own resemb' 
For thon art blind, and impotent a 
The Saviour cfTlls, obey his gracio 
Beceire his mercy<»in his love rej 

But first, as Bartimeus cast aside 
His garment, — so abandon sinful ) 
■Roiv on Christ alone — and soon tl 
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THE PBODIGAL SONc 



Lake zy. 11, SS. 



Strike the sweet chord, lift up the cheerful yoice, 
A father hids you in his joy rejoice ; 
Let tbankfuluess in ev'ry heart ahound ; 
For this my son was lost and now is found. 
Bring forth the rohe— unfold the hrightest vest, 
In rich attire array the welcome guest. 
Iiet joyful words in sweet accord be sung, 
And grateful praises flow from ev'ry tongue. 
Let thankfulness in every heart ahound, 
For this my son was lost, and he is found ! — 
Thus meets the earthly parent, thus receives 
The wandering son to whom affection cleaves ; 
The welcome sight shall all his grief destroy, 
Nor one reproach he mingled with his joy. 
His open arms the prodigal embrace, 
"While smiles of mercy beam upon his fate. 
And does our gracious Heavenly Father less, 
"When the poor sinner hastens to confess :.— 
YHien he his weakness and his wandering mourns, 
And with the tears of penitence returns P 
Listen !— what joyful hallelujahs rise •— 
The melody of angels fills the skies. 



EPITAPH ON THE DA 
DAUGHTER. 

Strangbb, if e'er, by cbance or 
Upon this hallowed turf thy foot 
Tarn from the contemplation of ti 
And think on her whose spirit rf 
Lowly her lot on earth, — bnt He 
Tidings of grace and blessings to 
Gave her his tmth and faithfulne 
The choicest treasures of his boi 
Faith, that dispelled a£9iction*s ' 
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EPITAPH ON A CHILIK 

Yb who have sorrowed o'er the t)ier 
Of one as lovely and as dear, 
Panse at the tomh in whose lone shade^ 
The form of infancy is laid. 
O'er these loved ashes parento shed. 
Tears such as shew'd fond hope was fled ; 
Tet not as hopeless — for they knew 
A Saviour died for children too ; 
And 'mid their griefs severest pain, 
Truth whispered, "he shall rise again." 
Till that hlesi hour heboid him there, 
"Where's no temptation, pain, or care ; 
Made heir of glory, blest renown, 
"Without a combat for the crown, 
"Whilst with the saint, he joins to cry, 
** O Grave ! where is thy victory." 

Mrs. BousfielD. 



CHRISTIAN CONSOLATION. 

Thbre is a calm the poor in spirit know, 
That softens sorrow and that sweetens woe ; 
rhere is a peace that dwells within the breast 
When all without is stormy and distrest ; 
rhere is a tight that gilds the darkest hour, 
iTVhen dangers threaten and when troubles lower. 
That calm to faith and hope and hve is given 
That pecux remains when all beside is riven. 
Chat light shines down to man direct from heaven . 

1 



x-iuiu cvcij swelling iiue oi wore 

There is a calm, a sure retreat, 
'Tis found beneath the Mercy Se 

There is a place where Jesus sht 
The oil of gladness on our heads, 
A place thao all besides more sw 
It is the blood-bought Mercy Se: 

There is a scene where spirits bl< 
Where friend holds fellowship v, 
Tho' 'sunder'd far, by faith, they 
Around one common Mercy Seat 

Ah ! whither could we flee for ai4 
"When tempted, desolate, dismay' 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no Mercy S 
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TRUST IN GOD. 

Halvm.17,18. 

Though the fig tree shoald not blossom, 

Nor the yine her clusters yield ; 
Nor the golden harvest waving. 

Crown with sheaves the fruitfol field. 

Nor the flocks at eve returning, 

Whiten o*er the peaceful plain ; 
Nor the shepherd's lute resounding, 

Call them from the fold again. 

Tet in Thee, O God, confiding, 

Every anxious care is still : 
Perfect love its law fulfilling. 

Bows obedient to thy will. M. B. 



A SISTER'S WISH. 

May you always, my brother, enjoy 
Every blessing you ought to desire, 

And to joys that €u yd are unknown, 
May your wishes for ever aspire. 

Tou've been taught in your own feeble strength, 
You must not one moment confide ; 

Oh look to your Saviour alone, 
Assured he is willing to guide. 

He is willing to bless you on earth ; 

He is able to lead you to heaven ; 
And remember a sister's best wish 

Is— to Him that your Vile ma^ \» ^^«a% A 



THE Vj\x ^ 

When adverse winds and waves arise, 
And in ray heart despondence sighs; 
When life her throng of cares reveals, 
And weakness o'er ray spirit steals, 
Grateful I hear the kind decree, 
That as my day my Btrength shall be* 

When with sad footstep memory toye^i 
Mid smitten joys and buried loves ; 
When sleep my tearful pillow flies, 
And dewy morning drinks my sighs. 
Still to the promise will I flee, 
That as my day my strength shall be. 



One trial more must yet be past, 

- • —the keenest and the last ; 

-••'iked and nale. 
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THE BESUBBECTTON. 

O WHAT a Digbt was tbat which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 

O what a bud which broke this day 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

The powers of darkness leagued in vain 

To bind our Lord in death ; 
'^e shook their kingdom when he fell 

By his expiring breath. 

And now his conquering chariot- wheelf 

Ascend the lofty skies : 
Broken beneath his powerful crosp. 

Death's iron sceptre lies. 

This day be grateful homage paid. 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Let gladness dwell in every heart, 

And praise on every tongue. 

Ten thousand various lips shall join 

To hail this happy morn ; 
Which scatters blessings tt^tOkSXi^ ^K^*^ 

On DatioQB yet UTi\>otTv* 



I 



Hbiti, migbty ocean, heaTe, 
Anil blow tbou bi>iiteroaB mnd I 

Onward »e Bwiftlv glide, iind leavB 
Our home and fricnde bebind. 

Away, away we sleer 
Upon the ocean's breast ; 

And dim tbe distant heights appear, 
Like clouds along the west. 



e, an<t friends, and all we leave. 



PLEASURE. 
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HEAVENLY ARITHMETIC. 

'* 80 tMch Of to ntimber <nur dayi that w minr apply our 
hearts onto wiid0ni.'^Pfalm so. IS* 

The early dawning ray, 

Unseals my slnmbering eyes ; 
I watch it brightening into day. 

Then from my couch arise ; 
And muse what coming hours shall be, 
And what their flight may bring to me» 

But even while I muse, 

Those hours are fleeting fast ; 
There is no pause for future views, 

All, all is hurrying past : 
Unceasing as a torrent's flow, 
The days, and hours, and minutes go* 

E'en thus the morning light 

Of childhood speeds away ; 
And youth with all its colours bright, 

Bolls on to manhood's day ; 
And manhood's sun must set beneath 
The darkness of decay and death* 



-twMc.Maiai 



Ks-sas 



I 






A ittp luli Q^irf r. Lord, Co ihr* ' 
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THE HEAVENLY REST. 

Thbrb is an hoar of peaceful rest^ 

To monrning wanderers giyen ; 
There is a joy for souls distres4*d, 
A balm for every wounded breast, 
*Ti8 found above in heaven. 



There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven ; 
When toss'd on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And all is drear but heaven ! 



There, faith lifts up her cheerful eye 

To brighter prospects given ; 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
A ud all's serene in heaven 1 



There fragrant flowers, immortal, bloom, 

And joys supreme are giv'n ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom : 
Beyond the confines of the tomb, 
A ppears the dawn of heaven. 



j-jajs, ji/AX ur SMALL TI 

A GRAIN of corn an infant's banc 
May plant upon an inch of land ! 
Whence twenty stalks may spring 
Enough to plant a little field. 

The harrest of that field might iht 
Be multiplied to ten times ten, 
Which, sown thrice more, would fai 
Wherewith an army might be fed. 

A penny is a little thing 

Which e'en the poor man's child n 

Into the treasury of heaTen, 

And make it worth as much as sev 

As seven ! nay, worth its weii^bt i 
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THE CfiBISTIAN. 

Honour and happiness unite 

To make the Christian's name a praise ; 
How fair the scene, how clear the light 

That fills the remnant of his days ! 

A kingly character he hears, 

No change his priestly office knows ; 

Unfading is the crown he wears, 
His joys can never reach a close. 

Inferior honours he disdains, 

Nor stoops to take applause from earth ; 
The King of Kings himself maintains 

Th' expenses of his heavenly hirth. 

The noblest creature seen below, 
Ordain*d to fill a throne above ; 

God gives him all he can bestow — 
His kingdom of eternal love. 

My soul's enraptured at the thought I 
Methinks from earth I see him rise I 

Angels congratulate his lot, 
And shout him welcome to the skies. 



Lord, nhea henvealy t 

Tempyr joy wirh holy 
Safe alone when ITioa 

TVben ■ tempting world 
Gsinjiipoi. my yield! 

When lis pleaauits 1 pu 

Then a lank of pity di 

Tcaoh me pleasu 

TVhich the world can 
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KEDRON* 

!oft>flowiiig KedroD 1 by thy limpid stream 
iTiour, at night, when the moon's silver 

bright on thy waters, would oftentimes 

<e in thy murmurs the toils of the day; 
Saiuts, and adore him, come, bow at his 

ve him the glory, the praise that is meet ! 

ful hosannas unceasing arise, 

in the full chorus that gladdens the skies, 

imp were the vapours that fell on his head f 

ard was his pillow ! how humble his bed f 

gels beholding, amazed at the sight, 

ed their Master with solemn delight. 

Saints, and adore him, come, bow at his 

•t* 

ive him the glory, the praise that is meet ; 

ful hosannas unceasing arise, 

in the full chorus that gladdens the skies, 

en of Olivet I dear, honor'd spot ! 
ne of thy wonders shall ne'er be forgot I 
2me most transporting to seraphs above, 
umph of sorrow, the triumph of love ! 
Saints, and adore him, come, bow at his 

ve him the glory, the praise that is meet I 

ful hosannas unceasing arise, 

n the full chorus that gladdens the skiet4 



mat pallid fear, with awful p 
O'er each on board prevaile 

Save one, the captain's darlin, 
Who fearless view'd the stc 

And playful, with composure 
At dangers threat'ning fori 

"Why sporting thus, a seaman 
Whilst sorrows overwhelm I 

Why yield" to grief the boy rei 
My Father's at the helm P 

Despairing sonl ; from thence 
How groundless is thy fear ; 

Think on what wonders Christ 
And he is always near« 



TTTT? TPTT' 
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DIVINE PROTECTION, 

How olton I would hare gathered thj thildfen toge- 
ther," ftc— Lake ztii. 24. 

Holt Saviour, mighty Kiog, 
O'er me spread thy guardian wing ; 
When by trembling fears diitress'd, 
Let me fly to thee and rest. 

Call me, keep me, by thy side, 
Teach me there alone to hide ; 
"Where, for safety, should I flee^ 
If my footsteps strayed from thee P 

"Warn me with thy gentle voice, 
Point my path, and guide my choice ; 
Let me. Lord, in thee possess, 
"Wisdom, peace, and righteousness. 



C. E. 



A LABOURER'S REPLY. 

A MAN of subtle reasoning ask'd, 

A labourer if he knew 
"Where was the inward evidence 

That proved the Bible true P 

The doubtful words of wrangling art 
Had never reach 'd his ear : 

He laid his hand upon his heart. 
And calmly answered — " Here I" 



i 



"And bring thy comtorts n. 
la time of wealth, deliver m 

From vanity and sin , 
From pride of spirit set me 

And make me pure withii 

Deliver me in death's dark 
From terror and dismay 
Strengthened by thy supper 1 

Throaghoat the dreary v 

And when, according to th. 

My time on earth 18 pasi 

In the great day of judgme 

Deliver me at last. 



THE LIGHT OF THE 
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A PBAYEB TO THE BEDEEMEB. 

Thou, to whom all power is giveiii 
Here on earth, ahove in heaven, 
Jesas, Sayionr, mighty Lord, 
Be thy holy name adored ! 

In our hearts victorioas reign. 
All the world he thy domain ! 
May redeemed man, we pray thee, 
Like the angelic host, ohey thee. 

Thou, who dost the ravens feed. 
Grant us all our hodies* need : 
Thou, in whom we move and live, 
Daily grace sustaining give ! 

Pardon us our sins confessing ; 
Keep us from again transgressing^ 
May we pardon one another. 
As hecomes each erring hrother. 

In temptation's dangerous hour, 
Aid us with thy Spirit's power, 
And from Satan's wiles defend, 
Saviour, Comforter, and Friend* 



Glory he thine, great '^ First and Last, 
After hoth earth and time are past: 
Glory supreme to Thee be given, 
King of Kings, and L«i^ oil2^«v^«^^ 



t> 




Onward through a peaceful yaUey, 

Flowed a streamlet pure and bright; 
Day by day it« silvery waters, 

Sparkled in the sunny light. 
To the flowen that bloomed aroond it^ 

CalmW M it flowed along. 
Did \t teU its tale of {rUdaeHy 

With a never eeanng aooff. 
Bat the flowen around it faded, 

And the annny gleam was gcnei 
Dmrker grew the streamlet's wataify 

As the wint'iy blast came on. 
Yet ffaoogh earth was dnll beside it, 

Thoogh the skies were bright no mo 
Still 1 heard the s'tre^et's mnsiCi 

Now more powerful than belbr? ; 
Ever deepening, erer flowing, 

Till its tones more clear anid stnof 
' ■^- mice of many waters, 
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Filling all thy heart with gladness. 

Bringing in life's roughest day, 
Peace, the world can never give thee, 

Peace it cannot take away ! 
May thy hope be daily stronger 

Till die whisperings it has given, 
Shall be lost in joy eternal, 

In the happy song of heaven* 

B. L« 



THE JOY IN HARVEST. 
Isaiah iz. 3. 

It is sweet in Autumn's eve 

To come to the sunset tree ; 
To repose on the mossy turf, 

And join in the reaper's glee* 
But sweeter that sinner's joy 

Who turns from the worldling*s madness. 
And looks from the toils of earth 

To the harvest song of gladness. 

The reaper can sweetly rest 

InTiiH loved, though lowly, home ; 
And bright is the sunrise that tells him, 

" The Sabbath of peace has come," 
But sweeter the rest of the saint 

Whom death has released from sadness ; 
More bright his sunrise, awaking 

To joy in the harvest s gladness. 



J.HBKK 18 QtfVOUUU in tuc Duuiiixc* u«v^< 

In the sweet murmur of the mountain 

*Tis heard when tempests sweep the Ic 
And whirlwinds prostrate lay the aged t 
There is devotion in the lark's sweet soi 

"When morning rises from the lap of n 
A thousand insects breathe it from amoi 

The summer fields, and garden flow'n 
'Tis heard when peace reigns o^er the tra 

When the loud waves beat on the mg) 
When labour carols on the fertile lea, 

Or from the wood the blackbirds warU 
But oh I how pure when childhood bendt 
And whispers praise to Him, whom h< 
earth adore. 



oTT-ooT Tn A nrxrkxr 
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The Cross our Master bore for us, for Him we 
fain would bear ; 

But mortal strength to weakness tarns, and cour- 
age to despair ! 

Then, mercy on our faiUngS| Lord 1 our sinking 
faith renew f 

And when thy sorrows visit us, O send thy patience 
too. 

Bishop Heber 



THE COTTAGER'S HYMN. 

Among the lowly ones on earth, 

My present lot is cast ; 
Yet, I may be of noble birth, 

And heir of treasures yast. 

Yes, if I am a child of God, 

My birth indeed is high, 
The heaveDs shall be my blest abode. 

And there my treasures lie. 

Oh Jesus 1 who hast borne the cross, 
And dwelt among the poor, 

Help me, each worldly pain or loss. 
With patience to endure. 

Oh make me rich in faith and lore. 

Thy mercy let me share, 
Then take me to my rest abo^«^ 

Give me my treaanxe ^«t«. 



named." Ephesians iii., 15 

Let saints below join saints j 
To whom their rest is giver 

And on the eagle wings of lov 
Soar towards the joys of het 

Let saints on earth in concert 
With those whose work is d 

For all the servants of our Ki 
In every place are One. 

• 

One Family, we dwell in Hii 
One Church, above, beneat^ 

Though now divided by the st 
The narrow stream of death 

One army of the living God, 
To His commands we bow 
Part of the host have crossed 1 
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t^HBISTMAS HYMN. 

lio! retnm'd the joyfal season, 
When the blessed Son of God 

From his Father's throne descended 
And with sinful man abode. 

Though he dwell in boundless glory, 
"Where the tide of bliss o'erflows, 

Yet to save a world of sinners, 
He became a jnan of woes. 



Far from God mankind had fallen^ 
Nothing could redeem our race, 

Nothing-:-but thy blest atonement. 
Prince of righteousness and peaoet 



Press'd with loads of guilt and anguish, 
Hopeless now no more we groan :— 

What is man, thou blest Redeemer, 
That such love to him is shown? 



Since for us HE lived in sorrow, 
And expired in cruel pain, 

How shall we, our sins retaining 
Crucify our Lord again. 



ijlory be to God, the Son ; 
Glory be to God, the Spirit; 
Hail for ever, Three in One. 

N 



THE PATRIARCH AND 1 
MONARCH. 

Geneiii xrii. 7, 10. 

Pharaoh, upon a gorgeons throne of i 
Was seated ; while in awe aroand him 
His servants, watchful of his loftj looks 
The Patriarch enters, leaning on thtf ai 
Of Benjamin. Unmoved by all the glai 
Of royalty, he scarcely throws a glance 
Upon the pageant show ; for from his y 
A shepherd's life he led, and viewed ea 
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SEEKING THE LORD. 

<<To morrow I will sfek the Lord,*' 
The foolish heart will say ; 

To morrow may no life afford- 
So seek the Lord to day. 

Seek him while yet he will be found — 

Seek him from early youth — 
Seek him In all his works around, 

And in his page of truth. 

Seek him with all your might and mind- 
Seek him with holy care- 
Seek him in thoughts of heavenly kind — 
Seek him in praise and prayer. 



Seek him when your delights decay, 
And when they flourish, seek ; 

Seek him on every Sabbath day, 
And through the passing week. 

Seek him, and him you soon shall find,. 

And own how blest are they. 
Who put the morrow from their mind, 

To seek the Lord to day. 



Might anchor those of holier bi 
More firmly on my God. 

Mr 



THE SKY-LABK. 

How sweet is the song of the Lark, as si 
To welcome the morning with joy on he 
The higher she rises, the sweeter she sii 

And she sings while we hear her m 
When storms and dark clouds veil the 

our sight, 
She has mounted above them, she sings in 
There, far from the scenes that disturb ani 

She loves her gay music to nonr. 
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GENIUS AND INTEMPERANCE. 

Oh ! could I write, that I mptelf could saye, 
From this one cause, this sure untimely grave, 
This endless want, that soon must stop my breath, 
These flaming draughts, which bring ^e surest 

deau. 
Then should my muse upon her wings advance. 
And Genius triumph o'er Intemperance—- 
I know there's mirth, and there's a flash of joy, 
"When friends with friends a social hour employ^ 
When the full bowl is circled all around. 
And not a single jarring string is found. 
But truest wisdom of a young man's heart, 
Is from such tempting scenes to stand apart— 
Thousands of hopeful youths, who first begin 
To mix with friends in this bewitching sin. 
Soon lost their resolution — and what then P 
But conscience smitten, outcast wretched men— 
I could employ my pen for weeks, for years 
Write on this subject — wet it with my tears ; 
For spacious as the ocean is the scope ; 
For drinking drowns all genius, wealth and hope, • 
Lays best of characters below the dust. 
And fills connexions with a deep distrust. 
But in weak verse, the ills can ne'er be told— 
Eternity alone caa these unfold. 
That those who know these ills, may stop in time 
Is my last wish, as thus I end my rhyme.* 

• The writer of these linesfdl a vietim to the "bewitch- 
ing sin" of intempertnce, against nld'dLiwS^VSMQak'^'^^ 



TTUKJN on omai 8 top isee 
God descend in majesty, 
To proclaim his holy law, 
All my spirit sinks with awe 

"When in ecstacy sublime, 
Tabor's glorious steep I climl 
At the too transporting light, 
Darkness rushes o'er my sigh 

When on Calvary I rest, 
God, in flesh made manifest. 
Shines in my Kedeemer's fact 
Full uf beauty, truth, and gri 

Here I would for ever stay, 
Weep, and gaze my soul awa 
Thou art heaven on earth to r 
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THE NAME OF CHRIST. 

It 9TBTy one that nameth the name of Christ depart firom 
iniqni^. 2 Tim. Ti., 19. 

Let all who name his blessed name« 
"Who once for sinners shed his blood. 

Depart from sin, and count it shame 
To live like those that know not God. 

"What kind of persons should they be, 
Whose names appear enrolled above P 

The people whom the Lord makes free, 
To whom he manifests his love. 

"What kind of persons should they be ? 

How blameless should their lives appear ! 
TVho hope the Lord in heaven to see. 

And dwell with him for ever there. 

With hopes so blessed and so bright, 

Of heaven they well may think and talk ; 

And being children of the light, 
As children of the light should walk. 

The sons of God — they well may scorn 
The highest honours here on earth ; 

To heaven^s eternal honours born, 

To stoop— would ill become their birth. 

And when a few short years are past, 
What's promised now will then be given-^- 

A goodly portion, theirs at last, 
The glories and the joys otV^ev^viv.. M 



— .uu,v*A uw uMXiy cjkccpb lue irozen si 
No friend to wipe the destth-damp fn 
His eye is struggling through the mh 
To catch the glimmer of that feeble 
Why doth he seek its light so faint a 
It is no star of hope, alas ! to him, 
Ay — but it shineth on his quiet home 
That rest of peace, where war hath : 
Within his fancy, even now, he sees 
The old thatched roof beneatii the lin 
The cradle, where his youngest infai 
Bock'd by his widow'd wife, who bene 
He sees his children that around hex 
And try to calm the grief they cannc 
Then weeps and prays to God once n 
Whose heartA would bleed, did they 1 
woes. 



HKAVFKTV Tn7CT"DT7 
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TO BRITAIN. 

t LOTS Thee, O my native Isle ! 
Dear as my mother's earliest smile ; 
Sweet as my father's voice to me 
Is all I hear, and all I see. 

I love Thee, when I marl: thy soil 
Flourish beneath the peasants' toil, 
And from its lap of verdure throw 
Pleasures which neither Indies know. 

I love Thee, when I contemplate 
The pimple grandeur of thy state ; 
Thy laws and liherties that rise 
Man's noblest works beneath the skies. 



I love Thee, when I see thee stand 
The hope of every other land ; 
A sea-mark in the tide of time, 
Bearing to heaven thy brow sublime. 

I love Thee, when I hear thy voice 
Bid a despairing world rejoice, 
And loud from shore to shore proclaim 
In every tongue the Saviour's name. 



■ 
* 1; 

ii 



„„-, beanteous is the tranqml 1 
^^xlat on its breast doth bear, 

■Rpfleoted from the clear blue si 
«lVe bright and mormng st 

mtl am ViVe the trOTWedsea 
%\^ waters oaB^t rest. 
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THE VISION OF GOD. 

God ! when I think upon thy name, 

No doubts before my spirit rise ; 
I hear all nature's voice proclaim. 

That thon art great, and good, and wise. 
Yet would I, if it were thy will, 
See thy bright image, brighter still. 

If Israel longed to see thy face, 
'While roared the thunders of the law ; 

Shall we, who know thee, God of grace ! 
Shrink from thy countenance in awe P 

While saints below, and thrones abore, 

Proclaim thy mightiest title — ^LoYB I 

Impress thy image on my mind ; 

Let me but see thee as thou art ; 
If mortal eyes at best are blind. 

Let me behold thee with my heart. 
In mercy and in love be nigh. 
Oh ! Yisit thou my mental eye I 

But rest, thou cTcr-restless soul ! 

Thy feyerish hours are flying fast ; 
The clouds before thee shall unrol. 

The glorious rision shine at last ; 
And thou, without a shade between, 
Shall see as thou thyself art seen. 

I 



Lord of my life I whose glories s 
Through ocean, earth, and skie 

Give me to trace thy hand divine 
"Where'er T turn my eyes. 

• 

"When in my daily walks I see 
Thy boQQties from above, 

Oh, let my grateful heart renew 
The tribute of its love! 

Fresh tokens every season brings 
Of wonder-working power ; 

'Tis seen in every herb that spring 
In every genial shower. 



T>^ 
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THE STOBM CALMED. 

'Tts darl[De88 all I — No star appears 
Upon the dusky brow of night : 

No moon the anxious watcher cheers. 
Or charms him with her gentle light ; 

While one small ship, its sails all riven, 

Abides the furious blasts of heayen. 

Loud, and more loud, the billows roar, 
And dash their white foam o'er the deck ; 

The storm is fiercer than before ; 
And soon that ship must be a wreck ; 

But who is this that lies asleep, 

Where all beside in anguish weep ? 

The master wakes from his repose, 
And views the storm with look serene ; 
He speaks,— the listening water flows 

Calm as in Eden's peaceful scene 1 
The winds his high commands obey, 
And in soft vvhispers die away. 

Who is it ? He whose hand hath made 
The Heavens, too bright for mortal eye, 

And given to earth the cooling shade. 
And flowers of every varied dye ! 

He made the sun's bright surface glow, 

And made the obedient watei%^<csv% 



< 



m 



MO uio luoBter ■ lui 



THE SINMEA PABD 

A WOKAW. ftt bar 8ftvioar% 

For pardoiihiff meroT MMK 

CoDMdou «r guilt, to Him a 

"Wlio Miir ur imnoft tbtmA 

Nopcmer law itroDg, ■!» knei 
No lore law deep fonifo ; 

BelieTiiiff, the imptorad hii n 
To bid W go and ]|?o. 
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THE SEASONS. 

Vye seen the beauteous flowers of Spring 

Bod, bloBsom, and decay ; 
Vre heard the sweetest warblers sing. 

And watch *d them flit away* 
Pre seen enchanting Summer rise. 

Fresh from her rosy bed, 
And scatter, through the humid skies, 

Rich fragrance as she fled :•— 
But, ah ! she too, so fair, so gay, 
In smiles and blushes passed away* 

I'ye seen, when yellow Autumn, too, 

Pour'd forth her plenteous hom^ 
Fruits of each Taried form and hue. 

And floods of ripen'd com. 
While oyer Nature's changing foce, 

A thousand varying dyes 
Have breathed inimitable grace, 

And mimick*d western skies :— 
But, ah ! IVe seen her fruits decay. 
And Autumn, too, has pass'd away* 

And now dread Winter (stormy sire !) 

Begins his cheerless reign. 
And the rude heralds of his ire 

Wild bluster o'er the plain : 
Lock'd in his cold and chilling arms 

Creation seems to die ; 
And withered are her blooming charms, 

When gazed on by his eye ! 
Yet winter shall not always stay. 
Stem winter too, shall pass away. 



Most prized, because 'twill ne'er decay 
His Spring shall never pass away. 

Paui 



MIRACLES OF CHRIST. 

Jesus, and didst thou condescend^ 
When Teil'd in human cJay, 

To heal the sicl:, the lame, the blind. 
And drive disease away ? 

Didst thou regard the beggar's cry^ 
And give the blind to see P 

Jesus, thou Son of llavid, hear^ 
Have mercy, too, on me ! 

And didst thou pity mortal woe, 
A««i cicrVif nnd health restore P 
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REFLECTIONS ON BETIBING 
TO REST. 

It is good, when we lay on the pillow oar head, 
And the silence of night all around us is spread, 
To reflect un the deeds we have done through the 

day. 
Nor allow it to pass without profit away. 

A day — what a trifle ! — and yet the amount 

Of the days we have pass'd form an awful account : 

^nd the time may arrive when the world we 

would give. 
Were it ours, might we have but another to live. 

In whose service have we through tht day been 

employ'd, 
And what are the pleasures we mostly enjoyed ? 
Our desires and our wishes to what did diey tend — 
To the world we are in, or Ihe world without end P 

Hath the sense of his presence encompassed us 

round, 
"Without whom not a sparrow can fall to the 

ground ? 
Have our hearts turn'd to him with devotion most 

true. 
Or been occupied only with things that we vle^ ^ 



^liU twa^... 



Nor allow them to pass unrepentea awa^ 

Bei 



HEAVENLY SUCCOUR. 
<* My gnoe is iufBetent for thffe.*'— IL Cor. 

O HELP us, Lord ! each hour of ne< 
Thy heavenly succour give ; 

Help us in thought, and word, and ' 
Each hour on earth we live. 

O help us when our spirits hleedy 
With contrite anguish sore ; 

And when our hearts are cold and i 
O help us, Lord, the more. 

help us, through the power of fa 

• . T_ 1 • 



SACRED POETBT. 219 



IMPROVED VEBSION OF THE 
NATIONAL ANTHEM. 

God bless our natiTe land. 
May HeaTen's protecting naiid 

Still guard our shore- 
May peace her power extend, 
foe be transformed to friend. 
And Britain's power depend 

On war no more. 

Through ererj changing scene 
O Lord, preserve our Queen, 

Long may she reign — 
Her heart inspire and move 
'With wisdom from above : 
And in a nation's lore 

Her throne maintain* 

May just and righteous laws 
Uphold the public cause, 

And bless our Isle — 
Home of the brave and free. 
The land of liberty, 
We pray that still on thee 
Kind Heaven may smile. 

And not this land alone. 
But be thy mercies known 

From shore to shore — 
Lord ! make the nations see 
That men should brothers be. 
And form one family 

The wide world o*er% 



A H ! why should the thought of a wo 

lying? 
Encumber the pleasures of seasons li 

Or, why should the Sabbath be su 

sighing, 

While faith the bright things of eter 

Now, let us repose from our care and ( 
Let all that is anxious and sad pass : 

The rough cares of life lay aside till t 
And let us he tranquil and happy tc 

Let us say to the world, should it i 
wander, 
As Abraham said to his men on th' 
There's the mountain of prayer, I a 
yonder, 
And tarry you here till I see you f 
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THE CALL OF SAMUEL. 

I 8am. ilL 1, 10. 

In IsraeVs temple, onee by night. 
The lamp of God was bnming bright ; 
And there, by unseen angels kept, 
Samuel, the child, securely slept. 

A voice unknown the stillness broke, 
'^ Samuel," it called, and thrice it spoke ; 
He rose — ^he ask'd whence came the word ? 
From Eli ? — no : — it was the Lord. 

Thus early called to serve his God, 
In paths of righteousness he trod : 
Prophetic visions firdd his breast. 
And all the chosen tribes were bless'd. 

Speak, Lord ! and from our earliest days. 
Incline our hearts to love thy ways ; 
Thy wakening voice hath reached our ear, 
Speak, Lord, to us, thy servants hear. 



FKIENDSHIP. 

The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, returned ; 
Enlightening, and enlightened I All, at once 
Attracting, and attracted I Patriot like. 
None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid. 
Affords an emblem of millennial lov«% 



\ 



I I 



I : 



Sweet book ! by God my maker gi 
Thou pledge of love divine, 

A faithful guide from earth to heave 
My Bible, thou art mine. 



Id reading thee, a holy calm, 
I ; Steals gently o'er my breaat ; 

From every page flows healing bals 
,' Lulling my griefs to rest. 



There a blest comforter I find 

In dark adversity, 
Leading my weak and harassed mi 

To rest, O Grod, in thee* 



There too I read of holinesSi 
Tn make me meet for hearen, 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

Onward ! onward ! men of beaten, 

Rear the Gospel's banner bigb ; 
Best not till its ligbt is given,— 

Star of every Pagan sky. 
Bear it wbere the piled m stranger 

Faints 'neath Asians baroing ray ; 
Bid the Indian forest ranger 

Hail it, e'er be fades away. 

"Where tbe northern ocean thunders — 

Where the tropics fiercely glow, 
Broadly spread its page uf wonders. 

Brightly bid its mercies flow. 
India marks its lustre stealing, 

Shivering Greenland loves its rays, 
Afric, 'mid her deserts kneeling, 

Lifts the untaught strain of praise. 

Bude in language or in feature 

Dark in spirit though they be. 
Show that light to every creature, — 

Prince or peasant, bond or free. 
Hasten unto every nation. 

Host on host, the ranks supply. 
Onward I Christ is your Salvation I 

Yours through Him is victory 1 

Mrs. Siaoxs¥.HY 



I 



1 I 



TANTS AT PARI! 

August 24th, 167S 

St. Bartholomew's day ! we remen 
So fearfully dark in the annals of ci 
When France saw her thoasands w 

the Lord, 
Fall, hewn to the ground by Borne' 

sword ; 
When her blood-hounds raged fiero 

the land, 
When a king* on his flock tnm'd l 

hand ; 
And the old and the young, and the ' 

brave, 
Undistinguished were cast into one co 
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But deep on the heart lies the guilt of that day ; 
The shrielrsjof the dying have not passed away, 
The cry of their blood hath ascended to heav'n 
And a day for dread vengeance will surely be giv*n* 

Thine eye glares with hatred, thy proud lip is 

curled 
With a smile of contempt which defies the whole 

world, 
But marl: it, thou drunken with holiest blood ! 
The day of thy plagues will come in as a flood ; 
The year of the Lord's purchased people draws 

nigh, 
And the light of his coming will flash on thine eye 

We look on the blood which thy right hand hath 

spilt ; 
"We joy for our Martyrs, we mourn for thy guilt ; 
Though thy brow is as brass, and thy heart is as 

steel, 
And thou laugh'st at our words, for thy woes we 

can feel. 
The smoke of thy burning to heav'n will ascend, 
The shrieks of thy tortures, the deep hell will 

rend ; 
While loud hallelujahs triumphant proclaim, 
God hath punished thy guilt, and avenged hia 

great name. 

M. A. Stocarx 




MY NATIVE PLACE. 

QoD bleaa myDHtire place 

With moroyfrom aboie! 
IVith all (he ricbeii of His graoe, 

Tbe tretiBUTm of bi« love I 
BmIdw upon each humble cot. 
The aeace Irani heaven that failetb nc 



fold, 



Within tbii little 

Arefaitlfulhe; 
LorJ, let tliy hies 

Deacer-'"-- 
Wateh n' 
Guide an 

And thoae nho natidi 
Nor heed thy gracl 

Safely conduct to Zio 
'Ihou Shepherd olu 

Foraakc theio not, for they 

Lord hi 






list I plead, 
inaiait inaj seet thy facet 
The poor, for help in time of need, 
The aeai. for strenKtheniog tf't.ce, — 
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Let every mourning breast, 

Cast aJl its care on Thee ; 
Let weary tonls by sin opprest, 

To thy saWation flee 1 
And those who tread a thorny way, 
Find Thee their comfort and their stay. 

And let the young, oh Lord t 

The little lambs below, 
Feed on the milk of thy pure word, 

And thus in wisdom grow : 
Yea, lead us all in pastures fair, 
To drink of living waters there. 



Thus joined in bands of love. 
May we I thy flock on earth, 

Gentle and kind, and faithful prove. 
Like those of heavenly birth ; 

Each blessing each with tender care. 

And joining in a common prayer. 

Thus passing one by one. 
Along Death's shadowy vale. 

Conduct us Heavenly Shephera on 
To joys that never fail. 

Thus may we all in glory shine. 

For ever safe— forever Thine ! 



C 



THE BETTER LAND. 



I HBAH thee speak of the better land; 
Thou call'it in children a, happ; bnad : 
Mother ! oh, where is that radinnt shore, — 
Shall we not Keek it and weep no more : 
Is it where ibe Soner of the orange blows, 
And the Rre-flies dancff throngb the myrtle faonghiF 
"Not there, not there, my child." 

Is it where feathery palm-treea rise. 
And the date grows ripe under sunny slies. 
Or 'midst the green ialands of glittering seas, 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze, 
And strange bright bitdii, on their starry wings, 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things ? 
*^Not there^ not there, my child.*' 



1 



la it far 



iregi. 



Dold, 



Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold — 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine. 
And the diamond lights up the aectet mine, 
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand — 
la it there, sweet mother, that better land P 
"Not there, not there, my child." 



Eye hath not seen 


it, my gentle boy; 


Ear batb not heard 


1 its deep songs of joy, 


Ureams cannot pic 


iture a world so fair. 


Sorrow and death 




Time doth not bre 


athe on its fadeless bloom. 


For beyond the cl 


ouds, and beyond the tomb 


"Ilia there, it- 


ia\tvie,inv ■■hild," 




W-O.^.U^MlNf. 
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SABBATH EVENING. 

Another daj has pass'd along, 
And we are nearer to the tomb ; 

Nearer to join the heavenly song, 
Or hear the last eternal doom. 

These moments of departing daj. 

When thought is calm, and labours cease, 
Are surely solemn times to pray. 

To ask for pardon and for peace. 

Thou God of mercy, swift to hear, 
More swift than man to tell his need ; 

Be Thou to us this evening near, 
And to thy fount our spirits lead. 

Teach us to pray — and, having taught. 
Grant us the blessing that we crave ; 

Without thy teaching — prayer is nought. 
But with it — powerful to save I 

Season of rest ! the trigaquil soul 

Feels thy sweet calm, and melts in love ; 

And while these sacred moments roll. 
Faith sees a peaceful heaven above. 

Yet will our journey not be long. 
Our pilgrimage will soon be trod : 

And we shall join the ceaseless song, 
The endless sabbath of our God, 



€ 



"I 



'' 









^1 



I I 



ji Child of the flowing loclcs and laug 

II Culling with hasty glee the flower 

Or chasing with light feet the butter 
I love to mark £ee at thy frolic p 

Near thee I see thy father stand ; 

His anxious eye pursues thy rovi 
And oft with warning Yoicey and be 

He checks thy spe^ and gently dr 

Why dost thon meekly yield to his 
Fair boy, his fond regard to the( 

He does not check thy joys from t; 
Thou art his loved, his cherished' 

When worldly lures, in manhood's 
Temnt thee to wander from disc 



' fi 
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THOUGHTS ON GOD. 

I READ Grod's awful name emblazoned high 
With golden letteni on the beauteous sky : 
No less his glorious character I see 
Wrought in each flower, inscribed on everj tree: 
In every leaf that trembles to the breeze, 
I hear the Toice of God among the trees ; 
In every creature own his forming power, 
In each event his providence adore. 
Thy hopes, O Lord, shall animate my soul. 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear control ; 
And when the last, the dosing hour draws nigh. 
And earth recedes before my fading eye, 
Teach me to quit this transitory scene, 
Looking to Jesus, with a heart serene : 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And having lived to Thee — to Thee to die ! 



GOD IS LOVE. 

The ibllowmir Unea are laid to have been written hj a 
Innatie on the wallf of hie cell* 

Could i»e with ink the ocean fill, 

And were the skies of parchment made. 
Were every stalk on earth a quill, 

And every man a scribe by trade : 
To tell the love of (rod above, 

Would drain the boundless ocean dry ; 
Nor would the scroll contain the whole, 

Though it Were stretched from. «k^ ^ ^V^ « 




JESUS TEACHING THE MULTITUjfl 
How sweetly flow'd tho gaapel aonnd i 

From lips of gentlpnesfp and eroce, ", 
'When lietenisg tbDU^ande galhered n 

And joy and reverence fiU'd the plan 
From heaven he oamB — of henv 

To heaven he led his followe: 
Dark cloudB of gloom]- nitfht he brake, 

Unveiliiig an imiuoilal Jay, 
"Come n-anderers to my Father 



Yp3, Rradois 
Obey ihec- 


Snvioiir— wDwiile-rae- 
love ihcE— und he hktt 

BOWB 






SUBMISSION. 
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liallninQod."— rsalmJ 
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e, almishty f5od, 
ow beocalh thy rod, 

.3lllhy«in, 

mpotlanl words, "Be s 
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fttlile frame oppreat; 


But 
An 
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foimlhvholv will, 
5i-rranl'lo"Beslill.-' 


Thdu kiw 
■While flll 
Oh ! mat 
And Lid I 


Vt 
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how wayward is mvmia 
wava arii just and kind 
love ihy holy will, 
r^anUo-Bc«iU." 
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BIRTH-DAY REFLECTIONS. 

BAT ! pass'd the bound'ry of another year, 
mix'd ^ith sorrows, and unmoved with fear I 
.th death as yet withheld his solemn doom, 
r lodged this body in the vaulted tomb P 
Dund, whilst thousands have been swept away, 
d their frail forms been mingled with the clay, 
lile infant youth and those of riper age, 
nd register'd upon the funeral page— 
every side whilst friends and aeighbours fall 
d hasten at the King of terrors' call, 
ve I, in mercy and in grace, been spared, 
r frame notinjured, nor my health impair'd ? — 
s even so : to-day time's rapid flight 
on my birth revolves its annual light : 
is day, my natal day! in health 1 stand, 
pt and supported by a mighty hand ! 
1 then, my soul, reflect upon the past, 
nsider well wherein thy lot is cast; 
U home thy thoughts, thy words, and works 

survey, 
in ev'ry action of each wasted day. 
aen reason bids thee, with her wise behest, 
scrutinize the motions of thy breast, 
rn not away — obey her call through choice, 
d own that reason's call is wisdom's voice ; 
these the words, the test, by which to prove 
God regards thee as a child of love : 
\s the past year, on each succeeding day^^ 



S31 rLOWKBB or 

Beheld me walling in God'a righteous way ? 
Has everj fmble and hesetting ain 
SufTer'd a hnl; nDltace xithin P 
Mr heart distemper'd, and my thoughts impara, 
HsTe 1 spplied to these the only cure ? 
For Ain and foe unoleanneaa. Jeaua' blood 
Pour'd freely forth, aud Btrestu'd a sacred Booi] 
Behold yon fountain spring I there atanda engraf 

" Pure ia Che maa that in tlita (bunt ha* laved !" 
Ami Ihua bleal ? — oh, hare I truly been 
Seeking this founUin, thnt I lu.iT be oleanl 
Oft as the morninB usher'd in each day, 
Have I been led before my God to pray ? 
Oft as the evening shades invite to rest, 
Haa deep devotion kindled in my breast ? 
My »iil controird, my passions all subdued, 
Have pure and halloiv'd thoughts my mind im- 
bued P 
"Whene'er by doubtful aentiments perplei'd. 
My darksome mind, lay diseomposed and vex'd. 
Have I then open'd God's revealed word, 
And to those oracles of truth referr'd? — 
A sacred lamp '. which, ever burning bright, 
Dispelleth darkness, and difTuseth liijht! 
Pause, O my soul, this day which gave thee birti 
And rank'd thee aa a tenant of the earth — 
Pause and enquire, herein ia cunsdence clear } 
Has this rule sway'd thee, through the by-gc 

Conscience upbraids, aore troubled is the hear 
That long baa acted a neglected part. 
O God ! forgive a sinner's blind career, 
Crant him heneeCoitK a ^lo^r course to stee 
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Teach him thy ways, thy heaT'nly word to read. 
And on the ''Uving hread" of heav'n to feed. 
May he be wam'd, whilst grace and mercy wait. 
Henceforth to see his lost and guilty state. 
Thus, when the herald of the ffrave shall come, 
To call some neighbour to his latest home. 
May thy onwor&y servant feel that there 
Bis end must be — consider — and prepare! 

T. Hill. 



A THOUGHT ON THE SEA SHORE. 



In every object here I see 

Something, my heart, that points at thee. 
Hard as the rocks Uiat bound the strand, 
Unfruitful as the barren sand, 
Deep and deceitful as the ocean, 
And like the tide in constant motion* 



In every object here I see 

Something, O Lord, that leads to thee. 
Firm as the rocks thy promise stands. 
Thy mercies countless as the sands. 
Thy love a sea immensely widci 
Thy grace an overflowing tide. 

Nbwton. 




UNIVERSAL PEOVIDENCE.' 

The ineect time, with pan]' wing, 
Ju9T eboata slang one summer ray ; 

Tbeflow'ret which the breath of nring 
Watee iota Vite for half a day : 

The nmnllcst mole, [he tenderest hair, 
All feel our bearenly Father's care. 

Ev'n from thp plories of hia throne, 
He hpnds to view this earthly hall. 

Sees all, as if that all were one- 
Loves one, 03 if that one nere all : 

Rolls the swift planets in their spheres, 
And counts the sinner's lowly tears. 



Who fhail a helpless worm redeem P 

Strength "of my failing llesh and heart. 
Oh 1 could 1 catch one smile from thee 
And drop into eternity !* 



I 
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ON AN INFANT. 

What blessing shall I ask for thee 
In the sweet dawn of infancy P 
That which oar Saviour at his hirth 
Brought down with him from heaven to earth. 

"What in the wayward path of youth, 
"Where falsehood walks abroad as truth P 
By that good spirit to be led, 
"Which John saw resting on his head* 

"What in temptation's wilderness, 
"When wants assail and fears oppress ? 
To wield, like Him, the scripture-sword. 
And vanquish Satan by "The Word," 

"What in the labour, pain, and strifoi 
Combats and cares of daily life P 
In his cross-bearing steps to tread, 
"Who had not where to lay his head. 

"What in the agony of heart, 
"When foes rush in, and friends depart P 
To pray, like Him, the Holy One, 
"Father, thy will, not mine, be done !" 

What in the bitterness of death, 
When the last sigh ends the last breath P 
Like Him Ihy spirit to commend. 
And up to paradise ascend. 

J. MONTOOMEBT, 



i 




THE SABBATH EVENING. 



To Clown the cloBI 



Is it a Sabbath spent 



How dteadful and hov irea 
In that dart world of paii 

Will Ssbbalhg tost appear 
That cannot come again. 



Then, in that hopele^ place, 
The tortured soul will say, 

" I had those hours of grace. 
But cast them all away." 



God nf these Sabhath hours, 
Ob may we never dare 

To naste, in thoughts of ours, 
The sacred day of prayer. 
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THE POOL OF BETHESDA. 

Around Beihesda's healing wave. 
Waiting to hear the rottliiig wii^^ 

Which spoke the angel nigh, who gare 
Its Tirtoes to that holy spring,— 

With earnest fixed solicitude, 

Were seen the afflicted multitode. 

Among them there was one whose eye 
Had often seen the waters stirred, 

Whose heart had often heaved the sigh, 
The hitter sigh of hope deferred ; 

Beholding while he suffered on 

The healing virtae given and gone. 

No power had he ; no fHendly aid 
To him its timely snccoar hrought ; 

Bat while his coming he delayed. 
Another won the gift be sought. 

Until the Saviour's love was shewn, 

Which healed him by a word alone* 

Bethesda's pool has lost its power I 

No angel by his glad descent. 
Dispenses that diviner dower. 

Which with its healing waters went ; 
But He whose power surpassed its wave^ 
Is still omnipotent to save* 

Barton* 



i 



TtiBai! ia& region, laielier far 
Tbaa SBges tell, or poeU lingl 

Brighter than Eummer's beBuliea are, 
And«ofter thaathe finta of sprine. 

It is not found by summer's ga[? ; 

'lis not refresbed by vernal showers; 
It never need* the moonbeam pale,— 

For there are known no esening hours. 



It )!i all bolj- and serene, 

The land of glory and repose ; 

No cloud obscures the radiant scene— 
There not a tear of sorrow flows. 



tbe philosophic eye 

y seek to view the fair abode, 

d it in the curtained sky : 
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WATCH AND PEAY, 

Watch ! for there are foes abroad 
Who would tempt thy soal from God ; 
BaDgers Id the world are tound, 
Evil men are all arouod ; 
Watch ! or thou wilt surely stray, 
Wandering from the narrow way. 

But as thou art wealr and frail, 
How shall watchfulness avail P 
Only by prayer— on bended knee, 
Ask the Lord to succour thee ; 
Watch and pray ! no earthly fear 
Can harm thee, if thy God is near.. 

Watch ! thou hast a heart within 
Full of vanity and sin ; 
Evil wandering thoughts are there^ 
Thoughts of bitterness and care ; 
Watch ! lest some unguarded hour 
Yield it to corruption'* power. 

That deceitful heart of thine, 
Is only kept by power divine ; 
Therefore pray, the God of grace 
Will make it his abiding place ; 
Watch and pray ! thou canst not fail, 
Spirit shall o'er flesh prevail. 

Q 



2 FLOWKRa OF 

^Rtobl for bU aroand tbee dwelt 
Hosts of darknesa sent from hell, 
Evil BpiritB full of power, 



I 



CaptiTe led at Sa-tan's mill, 

Enoir the strength of man it weak; 
Streagtb divine 'tin thine Id aeek, 
TherefoTe pray ! "Almighty powe: 
" Sustain Die in temptation's honr, 
" (jiie rae thy grace that r may stand 
" Strengthened by my Saviour's hand.' 

Then at last tliy conflict o'er, 
Thou Shalt natch nnd pray no mure ; 
Prayer shall turn to endless praise, 
Watcliing end in victory's lays, 
And tbe Saviour's rest shall be 
Thine throughout eternity. 



LINES 

A POCKET TESTAMENT. 

ouldst thou live? this hallow'd page sh; 

holiest pleasures dwel 
■fe this sacred lo 
ith shall reign 
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THE LORD REIGNETH. , 

Be glad ye heavenS) thoa earth rejoice, 

Man I spread throngh every nation, 
"With joyful and triumphant voice, 

The gospel of salvation : 
Puhlish his glory, and his praise 

Whose word his work sustaineth, 
And gratefully his anthem raise. 

Rejoice ! the Lord yet reigneth ! 

Before His footstool prostrate fall, 

"Whose gracious bounty giveth 
To each created object — all 

On which enjoyment liveth :— 
From Him alone each good descends, 

His arm each ill restraineth ; 
Then tell to earth's remotest ends, 

The Lord in glory reigneth ! 

Praise Him for all that ye possess 

Of riches, glory, power ; — 
Ye who have neither, yet may bless 

His goodness every hour : 
His watchful and protecting eye 

The meanest ne'er disdaineth. 
Raise then, ye poor, your voice on high, 

For you, for you. He reigneth^ 



i 



I mm 'j 



U PI I 



•*^^*»w 



^^ — w ucaiu our life 
Th^ love of Jesus loud j 
The Lord of glory rei^ 



THE HEAVENL 
Heb.ir. 1. 

^ Fnr'.v^?'' arise, de] 
J?or this 18 not your r 

iiarth sjoys are false a 
Its treasures are unb 

-A world that sin o'ercloi 
A world from grief ne 

Can not for God's own c 
A rest eternal be. 



■KT 
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RENOUNCING THE WORLD. 

1 QUIT the world's fantastic joys, 
Her honours are but worthless toys. 

Her bliss an empty shade ; 
Like meteors in the midnight sky. 
That glitter for a while and die, 

Her glories flash and fade. 

Let fools for riches strive and toil, 
Let greedy minds divide the spoil, 

'Tis all too mean for me : 
Above the earth, above the skies. 
My bold and fervent wishes rise. 

My God, to heav'n and thee. 

source of glory, light, and love ! 
When to thy courts I mount above, 

On contemplation's wings, 

1 look with pity and disdain, 
On all the pleasures of the vain. 

On all the pomp of kings. 

Thy beauties, rising in my sight. 
Divinely sweet, divinely bright, 

With rapture fill my breast; 
Though robbed of all my worldly store. 
In thee I never can be poor. 

But must be ever blest. 



' THE HINDOO CONVEET'S KKPLt 

Yon H^l- me of Toy aorrowg ;— \ 

O CUriMian ! what are they ? 

Can motet upon the sQabeain J 

OVii^cQre the light of daj P 

Cotjiij u]l earOi's Btorini! and troablea J 
In darkaesB o'er me roll I 

They could not dim flic bnj 



ibines upon mj 



bnstiU 



Mvearrhlvfru^n>l5tii-e '^'-.nc, 
E-Jt Christ, t'lic friind uncliaDgiaB, 

l8 more than all in one : 
And thoufth the world has robbed me 

Of all that it had given, 
Mj- wealth ia still remaining, 

1 fain viDuld fpeat of joys ; 
Of ptaceKhich pa PSi^th knowledge. 

Which nought on eanh deetroji ; 
Of realms of pure delight, — 

Realms undefiled by xm, 
Whtre pnin nnd Irihulalinn 

Can reier eWet \tv. 
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Yoa ask me of mj sorrows ;— 

Bat how can I repine P 
How can I dwell in sadness 

YThile Jesns* love is mi^e P 
I seek not earth's vain pleasares. 

With Him my hope is stored,— 
The hope of future glory. 

For eirer with the Lord* 

B. L. 



SELF-EXAMINATION. 

** Try me, O GK)d, and seek the ffronnd of my hea 
Psalm cxxxiz. 33. 

O Lord of mercy and of might I 
My humbled heart behold ; 

And give thy Spirit's living light. 
To search its inmost fold. 

Against that heart's presumptuous sins 

I fly to faith and prayer ; 
But \«here the tempter's art begins j 

Oh I save me, save me there ! 

Teach me to shun they?r«< dark though 
The wandering of the will ; 

Oh I keep the soul thy blood has bough 
And let me serve thee still. 

When dreams of folly cloud my mind, 
And prompt to sins unknown, 

The dream dissolve, the chain unbind, 
And make me all thine own. 

C 



;li 



i Hi| 



:: In.' 



t I 



xo crave a oiei«siu^ luert;, 
O let not earthly things have 
Unduly, in our prayer. 

To know that 'tis thy bounte< 
Our daily bread bestows ; 

To feel it is from thy commai 
Each added blessing flows : 

This we may hambly know, i 
But let not worldly store, 

One thought excite which wo 
A craving thirst for more* 

Thou knowest well what thin 
Oh, give us faith to see, 

That such necessities can pie 
Their own short wants wit 



Teach us that thy protecting 



-•1 :- _. 
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Be Buch our prayers ! For all beside 

Thy word a pledge shall be, 
For Thoa hast promised to provide 

For all who follow thee. 

Barton. 



LIFE. 

** Thon wilt shew me the path of Life."— Pialm xyi. 2. 

What art thou, Life P The saint and sage 
Have left it written on this page 
That thou art nothing — dust, a breath, 
A glittering bubble burst by death, 
A ray upon a rushing stream, 
A thought, a vanity, a dream. 

Yet, thon art given for mighty things. 
To plume the infant angel's wings, 
To bid our waywardness of heart. 
Like Mary, chttose "the better part ;" 
To watch, and pray our guilt away. 
To-day, "while yet 'tis called to-day." 

If sorrows come, redeeming God ! 

By Thee the path of thorns was trod ; 

If death be nigh, shall man repine. 

To bear the pangs that once were thine. 

To bleed, where once thy heart was riven. 

And follow from thy cross to heaven ? 



THE CONTENTED PBI80H 

A LITTLE bird I am, 
Shut from the li^lda of air, 

Aad ill my cage t sit and aing 
To Bim who pUoed me tbere; 

Weil pleased a priooner to be, 

Because, mj God, it pltweB TheM 

NoDght bare I elae 

Isingr 

And He' 

J)oth listen to my song 
He canght and bound my 
But atilT he bends to hear 



id though my thouphts were e'er a 
rhou wouldst not hear the less ; 
caosG thou fcnowest, as they fall. 
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Oh ! it is good to soar 

These little bolts and bars aboire, 
To Him whose purpose 1 adore. 

Whose providence I love ; 
And in thy mighty will to find 
The joy, the freedom of the mind. 

Translated from Madame Guion. 



SWEET-BRIAR. 

Though sharp, yet sweet, my leayes declare 
How goodly painful trials are, 

^nd keen affliction's blessing ; 
So He who wore the thorny crown, 
Sends with the cross his patience down. 

Correcting and caressing. 

Oh ! seek no bliss but to fulfil. 

In life and death, his holy will ; 

No comforts in thy woe desire, 

Save those his promises inspire. 

Our years are numbered ; let us spare 

Our anxious hearts a heedless care ; 
Tis His to number out our days, 
Tis ours to spend them in His praise. 

Madame Guion. 



Th« above were written by Madame Gaion dnring lier 

long impxiaoTime^V.. 



SUPPLICATION. 



Spirit of God I dt^ceod upon my heart ; , 

Weanitfioai earth, tbrough ill i n pulies maHJ 

Sloop ID my nesltn^ss. laighl; h9 Tbou art, 
And malie me lore Tbee aa 1 ought to Idvs. 



I Bst no dr. 
No suilde 


fam, no prophet ecstacies, 
■n tending of Ihe veil of clav; 


No anpd V 
But lake 


isilanl, no opening sties; 
the dimness of my soul away. 


Hast Thou 
All, all t 


not bid us love Thee, God and King t 
bine own— soul, heart, and strength. 


I seo Ihj <:> 
O let me 


09S— there leach my heart to cling : 
seek Thee, and oh '. kt me find. 


Teach me t 
Teach m. 

To check il 
Ttach m. 


o feel (hat Tbou art aluiiys nigh ; 
e the strujrples of the soul to bear, 
le rising douht, the rebel sigh ; 
e the patience of unanswered prayer. 


I know Th, 
All that 


?e glorious I might and mercy all, 
commands thy cnatures' boundlen 


L«„f~ 


soul from that high vi-ion fall, 



One holy passion tilliog all my frame ; 

The baptism of the beaten -descended Dove 

My heart an altat, and tli^ love the fliirni 
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THE SAVIOUR'S PBESENCE DESIKED. 

** Abide with as, for it ii towards eTenioff, and the day 
is &r spent."— Luke zziv.^. 

Dwell with ns here, thou God of love, 
Closely draws on the evening hour, 

Amid its shadows let us prove 
Thy never-failing care and power. 

The day is hastening to depart, 

Its beams will soon be wrapped in night ; 

Fulfil thy promise to our heart, 
'* At evening time it shall be light.'' 

As on the parched and wearied ground, 
Softly descends the welcome dew : 

So let thy saving grace abound. 
And life and strength to us renew. 

The day has faded from our sight. 
The sun has sunk beneath the west. 

Turn thou our darkness into light, 
And bid our troubled spirit rest. 

Shew to us then a glorious dawn 
Of radiant hues and cloudless skies ; 

When shall the long expected morn 
Burst on our waiting, weary eyes ? 

Grant us a pure and steadfast faith, 
A hope of heaven serene and bright. 

Till through the grave and gate of death. 
Our faith be lost in glorious sight. 

Alpha. 



ON HEARING A CLOCK STRIKE 
MIDNIGHT ON THE Slsr 01 
DECEUBEH. 
Khbll of departed years 

It wakes nn sad fiirebodini; fears, 
Calls forth nn gympnthetic tears. 
Time's restltiKs course to see ; 
Frnm hallowed ground 

Diffusing through the air a holy calm aroun 

Thou art the Toice of Love, 

To chide each doobt away ; 

And as Ihe murmur faintly dies, 

Visions of past enjoyment rise 

iright array ; 



In long and b 

I hail thesifcn 

That love divine 
. o'er my future path of life ii 



Thou art 
Theni 



^e of Hoi 



A song of HeBsinKs yet to come, 
A hernlil from my native home 
My soul deli)ihced hears ; 
Hy sin deeeived, 
Uy nature grieved, 
Still am I Msarci Test t\iao ' 
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Tboa art the Toice of Life ; 
A sound that seems to say, 
O prisoner in this gloomy Tale, 
hy flesh shall faint, thy heart shall fail ; 
et fairer scenes thy spirit hail 
That cannot pass away ; 
Here grief and pain 
Thy steps detain, 
'here in the image of the Lord, thon wilt arise 
' and reign." 



THE HOLY COMMUNION. 



Forth from the dark and stormy sky. 
Lord, to thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Sayionr, we seek thy shelter here : 
Weary and weak thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not, O Lord, &j guests away I 



Long have we roam'd in want and pain. 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain ; 
Wild^red in doubt, in darkness lost, 
Long have our souls been tempest-tost : 
Low at thy feet our sins we lay ; 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away ! 

Bishop Hi^^y»^^ 



Hail, boW Snbhath ! 



Behold with joj thig beau 
With all its train of nondei 
Completo before their raviiit 

Hail, welcome day of holy ] 
When all Ibe weary sods 

From daily taab and labour 
And life the heart in praii 

To Him who saBctificd aad 

This grateful iaterval of r« 
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THE PLOUGHING OF THE SWORD, 

The ploughing of the sword 

Breaks up the greensward deep, 
And stirs the old foundations, 

Where the haleful passions sleep : 
And then they madly sow 

The seeds of bitter strife, 
Ambition, wrath, revenge, 

And stern contempt of life. 

They reap with murderous sickles, 

'Mid the shrill trumpet's cry, 
Till the mightiest and the lowest. 

In equal ruin lie. 
The widow's pang, the orphan's tear^ 

The exulting tyrant's might, 
And the cry of souls for ever losty 

Accompany their flight. 

Oh ! mourning mother earth, 

Lift up thy heart and pray 
That the ploughing of the sword 

Be for ever done away : 
Pray for the day when promised peace^ 

Shall reign from shore to shore, 
The sword into a ploughshare beat. 

And warfare known no more. 

Mrs. SKiovs^^Y^x 



NOVEMBER, 

The Butumn wind ia moaning low, the requiem of 
The daya nre groniDg abort agun, tha fieldafor- 
The sunny sky is wuxing dtin, and chill th« hazf 
And H'aYJnir ueef before (he breeze are turning 



The ilow'rs have tied from ev'rj path, with all 
The joynus bird no more ia heard, aave where hie 



In wisdom's ear they apeak aloud of frailty and 
They say that man'a apportion'd year shall haTe 



Shsll ri 



id shim 



ind then decline, as all around 
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They tell him, all he has on eartih, his brightest, 

dearest things, 
His loves and friendships, joys and hopes, have all 

their falls and springs : 
A wave upon a moon-lit sea, a leaf before the 

blaist, 
A summer fiow'r, an April show'r, that gleams 

and hurries past. 

And be it so ; I know it well : myself, and all 

that's mine, 
Must, with the fleeting year advance, and ripen to 

decline. 
I do not shun the solemn truth ; to him it is not 

drear, 
Whose hopes can rise above the skies and see a 

Saviour near. 

It only makes him feel with joy this earth is not 

his home ; 
It sends him on from present ills to brighter hours 

to come ; 
It bids him take with thankful heart whatever his 

God may send. 
Content to go through weal or woe to glory in the 

end. 

Then murmur on, ye wintry winds ! remind me 
of my doom ; 

Ye lengthen'd nights, still image forth the dark- 
ness of the tomb : 

Eternal summer lights the heart, where Jesus 
deigns to shine, 

I mourn no loss, I shun no cross, so thou, O Lord, 
art mine ! 



Ob, hoi up to the soft blue Kit;, 

Arching above (bte bright aEd fair; 

Cpld is the heart, and dull the eve, 
WbichCeels not, sees not God' is thei 

Look round thee oa this spacious earth 
With every varied beauty rife — 

Starts Dol an iuslant tbougbc tobirdi 
Of Him whose presence gives it Ufe 

Survej the billowj, bouadUs* deep ; 

Is Uiere no voice salutes Ihioe ear, 
'WhiBperiDg, when tempesta o'er it swi 

In still small accents God is here f 

Glance npirard, in night's silent hour. 
To coontleas orbs in glory bright ; 

These speak, unheard, their Maker's] 
Yfhose presence is their source of lij 
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Last, bat not least, oh, tnrn witbiD, 
With humble hope and fervent prayer ; 

For in each heart redeemed from sin, 
The eternal God is present there. 

New York Spectator. 



THE BEAUTIES OF CREATION. 

I PRAISED the earth in beauty seen. 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praised the sea, whose ample tield, 
Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
And earth and ocean seemed to say, 
"Our beauties are but for a day !* 

I praised the Sun, whose chariot rolled, 
On wheels of amber and of gold ; 
I praised the moon, whose softer eye, 
Gleamed sweetly through the summer sky t 
And Moon, and Sun, in answer, said, 
"Our days of light are numbered.'' 

God! O good, beyond compare ! 

If thus thy meaner works are fair ! 

If thus thy beauties gild the span. 

Of ruined earth, and sinful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be. 

Where thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee I 



i 



Speali to ni7 heart, and not my t 
The hallow'd mufcic of jonr cha«( 
Chime oat in vsia, SKeet hells, I: 
To rich and poor, neglect me Dot 
Oft have 1 heard your Escred aoa 

But noff, to langouc and disease 
How doubly dear appears this hi 



Yee, onnard bear, till Cboa a Pii 
Of Caiiaan blest obtain— Jerasal 
Hera let my spirit raat, nor baol 
Ue down (he hills of sin'a backal 
Bather like Mossa, let me absen 
From all 1 love on earth, if safe 
To die, with heaven in vie« " " 
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PRINCE OF PEACE. 

"He ia our peace."— Ephe. 11, 14. 

Prtncb of peace ! control my will. 
Bid this struggling heart be still ; 
Bid my fears and doubtings cease, 
Hush my spirit into peace : 
Thou hast bought me with thy blood, 
Open'd vride the gate to God : 
Peace^ I ask — but peace must be. 
Lord, in being one with thee. 
Thou, who still'd the raging deep. 
Placidly to child-like sleep ; 
Thou, whose voice the maniac heard. 
Knew, and straight confessed his Lord 
Thou, who hush'd the mourner's cry 
Mid maternal agony, — 
Chase these doubtings from my heart, 
Faith, and perfect peace impart. 

King of Salem ! strong to save, 
No triumphant joy I crave ; 
Let thy spirit's soothing calm 
Glide into my soul like balm : 
Raise my heart to things above, 
Modulate my soul to love : 
May thy will, not mine, be done ; 
May thy will and rnrne b« Qiu«% 



Sariour I a,t tb; feet I fall ; 
Thou, my life, mj Cod, mj all ; 
Lord of glory, 1 am. tbioe ; 
Let thy peace around me ehine, 
And thy happy Hervaotbe 
One with God, since oae witb thi 



i 



ELIJAH FED BT RAVENS. 

Sorb was the famine throughout all the hounds 
Of Israel, nhen Elijah, by command 
Of God, journeyed to Cherilh's failins brooi. 
Ko rain -drops fall, no dew-fraught cloud, at mora 
Or closing eve, creeps pbvtly up [he vale ; 
The withering herbase die? : among the palms 
The shrivelled le&ve? send to (he Rummers gale 
An antiima rustle: no su'eeC songster's lay 
Is Trarbled from the branches ; scarce is heard 



Upon the flowerle^s bank ; serene he sleeps. 
Nor wakes (ill dawning: then with hands en- 
clasped, 
And hearenward face, and eyelids dosed, he prays 
To him who manna on the desert sbovier'd, 

Entranced the man of God remains, till, ro^used' 
By sounds of wheeling win«s, with prateful heart 
He sees the ratens fearles.' by hij side 
Alight, and leave the heaven-prov" ' ' ' ' 
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BEST WISHES. 

Who art tbou stranger ? Nay, read on 
I will not ask thy name or lot ; 

Whether thy days be well nigh gone 
Or in their spring — ^it matters not ; 

Thou art my brother ! and for thee 

Stranger 1 shall my best wishes be. 

Life is a sea of stormy pain ; 

Thou k newest it, or thou soon wilt know : 
Thine be the faith that braves the main, 

When its most angry tempests blow : 
Thine anchor cast within the veil! 
None ever knew that mooring fail. 

Thine be the love,— refined from sense, — 
That seeks its object in the skies. 

Draws all its warmth and brightness thence 
Its comfort, confidence, and joys ; 

i^nd be thy best affections giv'n, 

To Him, who lov'd thee first, in heayen. 

Thine be the refuge, — ever found 

By them who seek in faith and pray*r 

From all the trials that abound 
Throughout this wilderness of care, 

The faithfulness of him, whose love 

Storms cannot quench , nor deatb remoy^^ 



IJ 



Tline he the meeSneaa of ihe Bower 
That bows ite head before Ihe blufj 

laereaae in wisdom and ia pow-er ; 
Be lowlines* around Ihee cast; j 

Thy faith aad iote, lite flamea of fl«i 

Tremblin^i the higher they aspire. 

And when thy master calU thoe— fl« 
Tbine b« tbe crotrn of endleis joy^ 

Where Heaven's eternal rivers ahlne 
Beneath a bii^lit and clondleFS Ay. 

Those realmfl— how bfiiutlful and fail 

Stranger 1 n blissful meetiuy there ! 



A RELIGION OF CEREMON: 

Whem nationn are (o perish in their a 
'Tisin (he church the leprosy begins, 
Then Rod's own image on the aoul iml 
Becomes a mnckery — a Etiuidia^ JAit ; 
Aud faith, the root whence only ran at 
The graces of a life that wina the skiei 
X.ojea at ince sll ralae and eateem, 
ProDOUiieed a fooliBli — a peminiouB dre 



8ACRRD POETRT. 267 



MORNING AND EVENING. 

As every day thy mercy spareii, 
Will bring its trials or its care, 
Savioar) till my life shall end, 
Be Thou my counsellor and friend ; 
Teach me thy precepts all divine, 
A nd be thy great example mine. 

When each day's scenes, and labours close, 
And wearied nature seeks repose. 
With pardoning mercy richly blest. 
Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest ; 
And as each morning sun shall rise, 
O, lead me onward to the skies I 

And at my life's last setting sun. 
My conflicts o'er, my labours done, 
Jesus, thine heavenly radiance shed. 
To cheer and bless my dying bed — 
And from death^s gloom, my spirit raise, 
To see thy face, and sing thy praise. 



THE VALUE OF THE SOUL. 

ow'sT thou the value of a soul immortal ? 
old this midnight glory : worlds on worlds ! 
a zing pomp ! Redouble this amaze, 
I thousand add ; add twice ten thousand more ; 
n weigh the whole :— one soul outweighs them, 
all. - 



JESUS SEEN or ANGELS, ' 

Beyond thf glitteriue starry slriel, i 
Far ns tfae eternal hilli, ' 

There in tbe hnuodleas worlds nf liglit,/ 
Oordeai Redeemer dirells. 



And waited ii 
In hII til toila «■ 



all the pnweraofhBllpi 



In blDod anS an'j'iiah tt^n 
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i^8 on the torturing cross he hung. 

And darkness yeil'd the sky, 
Amazed, they saw that awful sight, — 

TheLoBD OF GLORY DIE. 

Anon he hursts the gates of death—" 

Sohdaes the tyrant's power ; 
They saw the glorious conqueror risci 

And hail'd the hlissful hour I 

They hrought his chariot from ahove. 

To hear Him to his throne ; 
Clapp'd their triumphant wings, and cried, 

*^The glorious work is done I" 

My soul the joyful triumph feels. 

And thinks the season long. 
Ere she her gracious Saviour sees. 

And joins the rapturous throng. 

TURNBR. 



THE HOLY SPIRIT SUPPLICATED. 

)h, come with thy olive hranch. Spirit of love 1 
Yith all thy sweet graces descend from aboye : 
Jring with thee the purity, concord, repose, 
?hy peaceful and permanent presence bestows, 

is days of ^'clear shining" that follow the rain, 
'by heart soothing presence can cheer me again 
n tenderness visit this sorrowing breast, 
ind make it for ever the scat of thy rest. 

Cunningham^ 



THE HEAVENLY SEEI^ 

Ob God I by wham tbe need it givea ; 

Bj whom tbe hurmt bint, i 

'Whose HTord, lite iiiatiDa, showered ^i4 

Is planted in the breast. ' 

PreserTe it from tKe pusiDg feet, 

Ami pluDaerers of the air ; 
The sultry san's destrnctJTe heat, 

And weeds of worldly care. 

Thnuph buried deep, or thinly atrewn. 

Do thou tiiy Brace snpplj ; 
TUe hope iT. earthly furroviB aown. 

Shall ripen for the akj ! 



TBE DEATH OF MOSES 



amp, calm, an 
ia Btrengih noi 
I, the prophet 



'P 



L9t breath 
jeath ; 
leigbU 
nera tend, 
big friend, 
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THE LAND WHICH NO MOETAL MAY 

KNOW. 

Though earth has full many a beautiful spot, 

As a poet or painter might show ; 
Yet more lovely and beautiful, holy, and bright, 
To the hopes of the heart, and the spirit's glad 
sight. 

Is the llind which no mortal may know. 

There the water of life bursting forth from the 
throne. 
Flows on, and for ever will flow : 
Its waves, as they roll, are with melody rife. 
And its waters are sparkling, with beauty and 

In the land which no mortal may know. 

Oh ! who but must pine in this dark vale of tears, 

From its clouds and its shadows to go, 
To walk in the light of the glory above, 
And to share in the peace, and the joy, and the 
love. 
Of the land which no mortal may know. 

Barton. 

CHRISTIAN UNITY. 

The kindred links of life are bright, 

Yet not so bright as those 
In which Christ's favoured friends unite, 

A nd each on each repose ; 
Where all their hearts in union cling, 
.With him their centre and their spring 



THE WORM. 

Turn, tnmtby hast; foot aside, 
Norcru^h (bachdplfss worm : 

Tbe frsnie tbf wB^nard looks deride, 
Required a God Co form. 

The oommon Lord of all that move, 

From wbom thy being Soved, 
& partioB of hia baundlesa lore 



i 



Let them enjoy theii 

Their lowly hlisar 

Oh! do not lightly t. 



GOD IS LOVE. 
God la love — his mercy brightens 

AlllhcHayin which remove; 
Bliss he form:!, and woe he lightens, 

God is light, and God is love. 
K'en the hour that darkett seemeth, 

Shall isis ceaseles? goodness prove : 
Throu^th the miat bjs glory streameth, 

Godl s VigVi* , vvrti Clod is !pve. 
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THE MEMOEY OF THE PAST. 

He was one whose open face 
Did bis inmost heart reveal ; 

One who wore, with meekest grace. 
On his forehead heaven's broad seal* 

Kindness all bis looks expressed, 

Charity was every word ; 
Him the eye beheld and blessed ; 

And the ear rejoiced that heard. 

Wealth, which prodigals had deemed 
"Worth the soul's uncounted cost ; 

"Wealth, which misers had esteemed 
Cheap, though heaven itself were lost ; 

This with an unsparing hand, 
To the poorest child of need. 

This he threw around the land. 
Like the sower's precious seed. 

As the earth puts forth her flowers, 
Heavenward breathing from below; 

As the clouds descend in showers, 
"When the southern breezes blow ; 

Thus his renovated mind, 

"Warm with pure celestial love, 

Shed its influence on mankind. 
While its hopes aspired above. 

8 



Fall of failli, at IcDglh he died, 

Won the crown for which he viei 
74ot af merit, but of grnce. 

J. Mot 



-t 



THE POWER OF THE GRAVE, 



■e the evil find Ihe ji 
e Ihe loulhful and t 
■e the fearlul and thi 



Earth, [liy inii;h(i«i't and thy last ; 
All :^hall fue lh>' jiid).'iitent sijin, 
On the clouds ihe Lord ah nil shine : 
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THE SUNFLOWER. 

Eaolb of flovfers ! I see thee stand, 
And on the son's noon-glory gaze ; 

With eye like his, thy lids expand, 
And fringe their disk with golden rays : 

Though fixed on earth, in darkness rooted thert. 

Light is thine element, thy dwelling air. 
Thy pro&pect heaven. 

So would mine eagle-soul descry 

Beyond the path where planets run. 
The light of immortality. 

The splendour of creation's sun ; 
Though sprung from earth, and hastening to th« 

tomb, 
I hope a flower of paradise to bloom, 
I look to heaven. 

J. MONTOOMBRY. 



THE DUMB CUBED. 

His eyes uplifted, and his hands close clasped, 
The dumb man, with a supplicating look, 
Turned as the Lord passed by : J£sus beheld, 
And on him bent a pitying look, aod spake ; 
His moving lips are by the suppliant seen. 
And the last accents of the healing sentence 
Rinsf in that ear which never heard before. 
Prostrate the man restored falls to the earth. 
And uses first the gift, the gift sublime. 
Of speech, in giving thanks to Him whof^e voice 
Was never uttered but in doing good. 
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HAPPINESS OF THE CHRISTIAN. 

Happiness I thou lovely name, 

"Where's thy seat ? O tell me where P 
Learning, pleasure, wealth, and fame, 

All cry out, it is not here ! 
Not the wisdom of the wise 
Can inform me where it lies, 
Not the grandeur of the great 
Can the bliss, 1 seek, create. 

Object of my first desire, 

Jesus ! crucified for me. 
All to happiness aspire, 

Only to be found in Thee : 
Thee to praise and Thee to know^ 
Constitute our bliss below ; 
Thee to see and Thee to love, 
Constitute our bliss above. 



Lord ! it is not life to live. 

If Thy presence Thou deny ; 
Lord ! if Thou Thy presence give, 

'Tis no longer death to die. 
Source and Giver of repose. 
From Thy smile alone it flows, 
Peace and happiness are Thine, 
Mine they are, if Thou art mine. 
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THE AGED PASTOE'S DEATH-BED, 

A REAL OCCURRENCE* 

Behold, upon his bed of death, 

The aged Pastor laid ! 
Faintly he draws his quivering breath ! 

In Tain is human aid ! 
His lamp is quenched, his soul is dark, 

And thick the gathering gloom ; 
Oh for one bright returuing^spark, 

The spirit to illume 1 

There came a gentle friend to him, 

And spoke the suflFerer's name ; 
For when our memory's light is dim. 

Lore sometimes fans the Dame ; 
He answered low and mournfully, 

In faltering words and few — 
<< What stranger comes and speaks to me 

Of one I never knew ?" 

"Lamenting friends are at thy side. 

Thy sons are weeping round ;" 
And shall not memory's ebbing tide, 

Flow backward at the sound ? 
Again he feebly raised his head. 

And turn'd his languid eye — 
"What art thou telling me," he said, 

" No friends nor sons h&^e 1 V 
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Yet, we miist »akea men 

Before bin spirit flee — 
Come here thou dsTlin^j little ooe, 

And lei OS speak of thee. 
He linked opon the HondeTJog dhild. 

And fienfij preai'd hia brow — 
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*^ Come as in days and years gone by, 

" Console me with thy love ; 
** Then gently, calmly, let roe die, 

" And see thy face above ! 
'* Let roe on faith *s bright pinions soar 

" To heaven thy bright abode ! 
** There let me praise thee evermore, 

" My Saviour and my God !'* 

The soul is fled ! — what wondrous power 

Is found in Jesus' name ! 
How it hath cheer'd the dying hour, 

And kindled memory's flame ! 
My Saviour I let me cleave to thee, 

Throughout life's weary way. 
And let thy name mi/ refuge be 

In death's eventful day ! 



LINES 

RITTEN BY CAPTAIN ALAN GARDNER, 
HO, AFTER GREAT SUFFERINGS, PERISHED 
I HI& ATTEMPT TO ESTABLISH A PATA- 
GONIAN MISSION. 

All that I have, O Lord, is thine ; 

All that I am thy Spirit wrought; 
What would 1 not for thee resign. 

Whose precious blood my ransom bought 
Lord, here I am . my life, my all, 
I hold obedient to thy call. 




THE BAINBOn. 



Tbicmphant arch that 611'st the Afi 
Wheo clouds prepare lo pari j ; 

I ask not proud philosophy 
To leach me what thon irt. j 

When o'er the green nndeluRed tarth, ) 

Beaven'H cuseaanl than didst ghino, 1 

Bcw i:iine the notld^ grej tUhMItfam 

To wawh thj ^iiored sign. J 
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SMALL THINGS. 

** Who hath despised the day of small things ?" 
Zech. iv., 10 

From little seeds sweet flowers spring, 
And perfame o'er oar pathway fling, 
The noble oaks derive their birth 
From acorns buried in the earth ; 
And the bright corn on waving plains 
Rose from the tiny scattered grains. 

And infant hands may plant the seed, 
And from that small and simple deed 
Kich produce shall adorn the ground, 
And j^ladden every heart around ; 
For God will send the sun and shower 
To cherish and refresh the flower. 

How small the seed of truth appears ! 
Oft sown with trembling and with tears ; 
And yet that precious germ imparts 
Fragrance and life to desert hearts ; 
Nor shall its progress stay until 
Its branches the \^ ide world shall All. 

And a child's soft and earnest prayer 
Kich blessings may to others bear ; 
And a child's tract rightly given, 
May aid in guiding souls to heaven ; 
And lisping accents may proclaim 
The sweetnesg of a Saviour's name. 



O irby did (hj bright lore] ioen 

From bL'art and haine depart ? 
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Bjr change and death to shevr,- 
How oft the heart is chmteaed 
Through what it lovea below. 
M. T. W 
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JHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

iMter, carest thou not that we perish?*' — Mark ir. 38. 

Such was the disciples' cry 
When the crested waves beat high, 
And the heavens above were dark 
O'er the tempest- driven bark. 

Such, O Lord ! in trial's hour, 
"When aflBictions round us lower, 
Now, on life's tempestuous sea. 
Our complaining cry to Thee. 

But tbon didst not, though upbraided, 
Leave thy followers then unaided ; 
Prompt to succour, swift to save. 
Thou rebukedst wind and wave. 

At the word which spoke thy will. 
Then the stormy w ind was still ; 
At thy voice, the waves subsided, 
And the gentlest murmurs glided* 

Though their faith, too often frail, 
In thy power divine might fail, 
Though thou mights't reprove their fear, 
Still thy saving arm was near. 

Thus, O Lord 1 on us look down, 

'When above us clouds may frown; 

Tossing on a stormy sea, 

Helpless, hopeless, but for Thee. ^ 



ASLEEP IN JESU& 

I. Thon. iT. It. 

AsLBBP in J?Bus ! 51eB:fed ileep 
From which none e^er nnkes to i 
A calm (tnd ondisturbed repose, 
Unbiofcvn by the lut of fgea 1 
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UNCEKTAINTY OF LIFE. 

Man, like a flower, at morn appears, 
And blooms perhaps a few short years : 
The flatterer, Hope^ still leads him on 
In quest of pleasure, finding none ; 
Or if he finds it for a day, 
It soon takes wings and flies away. 

Oft things which promise passing fair. 
Deceive and yield him nought but oare 
Care, ever varying, ever new, 
Must still our fallen race pursue ; 
Comes joy P care with it come Along, 
And spoils the charmer's sweetest song 

See pleasure with bewitching charms, 
Man grasps it in his eager arms ; 
The vision swift dissolves in air. 
He grasps — but finds it is not there : 
The airy phantom still he views, 
And still as vainly he pursues. 

A better hope the Christian cheers, 
"Which joyful thro' life's gloom appears 
Firm on a rock his hope he builds, 
"Which to no storm nor tempest yields; 
Let earth dissolve — he will not fear ; 
And why ? his hope is not fix'd here* 

T 
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He loDkB (o heaT'n, where ev'ry Jk 
Is pDTe, unmixed, witbout alloy ; 
Jojs enet as morlals aevvr kneir. 
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JOHN HOWARD. 

A SPIRIT of unwearied zeal, 

Patience, which nothing could subdae, 
A heart the woes of man to feel, 

In every varied form and hue ; 
An open hand, and eye, and ear, 

For ali in prisons doomed to pine ; 
A voice the captive's hopes to cheer ;— 

These, noble Howard 1 these were thine. 

In cells by Mercy's feet untrod 

*Twas thine the mourner's lot to scan ; 
Thy polar star the love of God, 

Thy chart and compass love to man. 
To mitigate the law's stern wrath 

Thou trod'st, with stedfast heart and eye, 
An open J unfiequented path 

To fame and immortality I 

What was thy meed ? a stranger's graye, 

Divided from thy native land 
By many a white and stormy wave, 

By many a weary waste of sand. 
Yet to that lone and distant tomb, 

Thy name its memory may entrust, 
Till cloudless glory burst its gloom, 

And thou shall rise to meet tl •cnust 1 

Barton. 



PRAISE AND PRAYER. 
Cis HKunlt alone Ihefint display ? 

ProTc ne Ihe last \iy Undtd Jmee f 
The rigbf to praiK, the poffer to pra;, 

Muecfaolh be giveD lu, Lurd, by Thee, 

Thy Spirit moHt the heart prepare, 
Aei ruilb in thy dtar Soa he kooirD, 

Before the Toice of nraise, or prayer. 
Can rise lile incense W thy ihn.De. 



TO THE SWALLO-W, 

voyager, nho Fpread'st thy wiDg_ 



Thoughia of a lot more Rioriouj and eublime. 

Prompted by imthict onlv, tak'st Ihv fliijht 

To distant lands "here fair and heauti-oUB floue 

f'dV/ftirfe/'ean'A— with splendourcharm the i-i| 
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THE HOUR FOE DEVOTION. 

When the moon's pale light \n leaping 

On the streamlet and the lake ; 
When the winds of Heaven are sleeping, 

And the nightingale awake ; — 
And while mirror'd in the ocean 

The hrigbt orbs of Heaven appear.-— 
*Ti3 the hour of deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer. 

When the autumn breeze is sighing 

Through the leafless forest wide ; 
A nd the flowers are dead or dying, 

Once the sunny garden's pride ; — 
When the yellow leaves in motion. 

Are seen whirling on the air, 
*Tis an hour for deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer ! 

On his power and greatness ponder, 

When the torrent, and the gale, 
And the cataract and thunder, 

In one fearful chorus swell : 
Amidst nature's wild emotion 

Is thy soul oppressed with care P 
'Tis the hour of deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Him in Tjtai^^tv 
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AN EPITAPH ON A YOUNG 
CHRISTIAN- 
LB from the bud the flower expands to view, 
rrom infancy to 8iniling youth she grew, 
Vhen He who ever liveth, strong to save, 
lesumed in love the boon his mercy gave, 
lis mediation she had learned to trust, 
'Jot that of creatures, like herself, of dust ; 
lis spotless righteousness she soua;ht alone, 
Vnd cast away, as worthless, all her own ; 
Quickened by Him, to Him she lived on earth, 
Svincing thus her new and heavenly birth 
3[er soul has early found its promised rest, 
\ngels have borne her to her Saviour's breast: 
)h ! glorious end to each expiring pain ! 
To live with Christ and iind that *^ death is gain." 

B. W. Kyle. 

CHRISTIAN FRIENDSHIP. 

Tt8 grace, 'tis bounty, and it calls for praise, 
Cf God gives health, that sunshine of our days ; 
And if he add a blessing shared by few, 
Content of heart, more praises are his due. 
But if he grant a friend, that gift possessed, 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all the rest : 
And giving one whose heart is in the skies, 
Born from above, and made divinely wise. 
He gives, what bankrupt nature never can. 
Whose noblest coin is light and brittle man, 
Gh)ld purer far than Ophir ever knew, 
A souil, an image of himself, and therefore true. 
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eager, I hastened the scene to hehold , 
tdered sacred and dear by the feelings of old ; 
1 1 deemed that, unaltered, my eye shoald ex- 
plore 
s refuge, this haunt, beloved of yore. 

ras a dream I — not a token or trace could I 

view, 
the names that I loved, of the trees that I 

knew : 
e the shadows of ni^ht at the dawning of day, 
ike a tale that is told^' — all had vanished away. 

1 methought the lone river, that murmured 

along, 
s more*tiull in its motion, more sad in its song, 
2e the birds that had nestled and warbled above, 
d all tied from its banks, at the fall of the grove. 

taused :— and the moral came home to my 

heart :— 
lold, how of earth all the glories depart; 
r visions are baseless,— our hopes but a gleam,— 
r sta£f but a reed, — our life but a dreamt 

?n, O, let us look — let our prospects allure — 
scenes that can fade not, to realms that endure, 
glories, to blessings, that triumph sublime 
r the blightings of Change, and the ruin of 
Time, 
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The hoary oak, the peasant's nest, 

The rustic hridge, the grove, 
The tarf thy feet so oft have prest^ 

The temple and alcove. 



The shrubbery, moss-house, simple nnii 
The elms, the lodge, the hall;-* 

Each is thy witness in its turn, 
Thy verse the charm of all 1 



Thy verse — not less to nature true 
Than to Religion dear — 

0*er every object sheds a hue, 
That long must linger here* 



Amid these scenes those hours were spent 

Of which we reap the fruit ; 
And each is now thy monument, 

Since that sweet lyre is mute. 

"Here like the Nightingale's," were poured 

**Thy solitary lays." 
Which sought the glory of the Lord, 

Nor asked for human praise. 



Here beneath clouds of darkest glooip, 

Thy cop of woe was drained ; 
And here immortally to bloom, 

Thy stainless wreath was gained. 

Barton. 
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And the voire o! tbe angel saint 

Tbe Lord is a captive do mor 
O Saviour ! as oft aa our footatt 

In pcpitent aodncsa to weep a 
On (be Kings of th; greatness i' 

Be rvadj to comfort and "mi, 
We ahrink not from BCEnea of d< 

If there we may meet with tl 
love; 
Contei 
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lYMN FOR THE CONSECRATION 
OF A CHURCH. 

How vain the eflFort to erect 

A temple meet for Thee, Most High ! 

Though earth the verdant floor had decked; 
And heaven had spread its canopy: 

No limit can thy presence know, 

No earthly house thy glory shew. 

And yet 'twas in ao hnmhle shed 

The wandering shepherds found their king ; 
The lowly manger was thy hed, 

Whose praise angelic myriads sing ; 
No meaner shrine exists on earth, 
Than that ennobled by thy birth. 

"When, trcmblinc: to an upper room 
Thy feeble infant church withdrew, 

When all was doubt, when all was gloom ; 
Thou, our e'erlivinghead, didst shew 

That where but two or three appear, 

Met in thy name, Thou wilt be there. 

Then come ! Assembled in thy name, 

To dedicate this house to thee. 
Thy promise, Saviour, would we claim. 
Thy word, thy truth, our warranty ; 
Fulfil the pledge that thou hast given 
That prayer from earth shall enter heaven 1 

R. W. Kyi.«.. 
V 
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BEREAVEMENT SANCTIFH 

Thebb i8 no floet, however watched &Dd 

But one dead lamb is there ; 
There ia no fireside, honsoe'er defended, 

But has one vacaot cbair. 

TheaiiisfDllorrarewells to thedjingi 

And mourners for the dead ; 
The heart of Rachel, for her ohildcen erf 

Will not h« comforted. 
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THE SAVIOUR'S INVITATION. 

Come, says Jesas' sacred voice, 
Come and make my pathf* your oboice, 
I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrim, hither come I 

Hither come, for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure ; 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure ! 

Ye who, houseless, sad, forlorn. 
Long have borne the world's proud scorn ; 
Long have roam'd this barren waste ; 
Wearypilgrims, hither haste I 

Te who tost on beds of pain. 
Seek for rest, but seek in vain ; 
Ye whose swollen and sleepless eyes 
Long to see the morning rise ; 

Ye by fiercer anguish torn. 
Who the load of sin have borne ; 
Here repose your heavy care : 
A wounded spirit who can bear ? 

Hither come for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure ; 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 
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« BE NOT AFRAID." 
Matt. xiv. 27. 

Loud vras the wind, and wild the tide; 

The ship her course delayed : 
Jesus came to their help, and cried, 

"*Ti9l: be not afraid." • 

Thus, when the storm of life is high. 

Come, Saviour, to my aid ! 
Come, when no other help is nigh^ 

And say, ^* Be not afraid.* 



>» 



Speak, and my griefs no more are heard ; 

Speak, and my fearS are laid ; 
Speak, and my soul shall bless the word, 

" 'Tis I : be not afraid." 

"When on the bed of death I lie, 

And stretch my hands for aid ; 
Stand Thou before my closing eye. 

And say, ** Be not afraid." 

Before thy judgment-seat above, 

"When nature sinks dismayed, 
O cheer me with that word of love — 

*' 'Tis I, be not afraid." 

H. F. LYtE. 
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Bvloved Saviour ! let cot me 

Blest be the hand 

13vhol>l the sun, hovr bright 

He KlaJ, ye heavens ! 

Beyond the gUttciing, starry skiet 

Bfhuld, upon his bed of death 

Creator, Spirit ! Lord of grace 

Come, honey bee 

Chriiit, whose glory filb the skies 

Child of the flowing locks and laujiliing 

Could wc with ink the ocean fill 

Christian, arise, depart 

Cold sweep the waters over thee 

Ciin words alone the first display 7 

Cuine, »a\s Jesus* sat-red voice 

Did Christ o'er sinneis weep { 

Dear as thou wert 

Did then the venerable Coverdale f 
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PAOI 

Thon goft flowing Kedron - - 189 

'Twas when the seas with sngry roar 190 

Thou to whom all power is given - 193 

There is devotion in the summer breeze 196 

To-morrow I will seek the Lord - SOI 

The oak but little recks it - 203 

'Tis darkness all : no star appears - 213 

The planets of each system represent 221 

The insect that with puny wing - 236 

The kindred links of life are blight 271 

Thelightof Sabbath eve - 238 

There is a region lovelier far - 2 10 

Though sharp yet sweet my leaves declare 251 

The ploughing of the sword - 257 

The autumn wind is moaning low - 258 

Though earth has full many a beautifiil spot 271 

Turn, turn thy hasty foot aside - 272 

There is a stream which issues forth - 280 

Triumphant arch that fiUst the sky 284 

This stone shall crumbling pass away - 280 

'lis grace, 'tis boanty, and it calls for praise 295 

'Tis not the painter's power to please - 298 

The gloom of the night adds a charm - 304 

There is no flock, however watched and tended 306 

Unskilful he to fawn or seek for power - 145 

While in my garden's calm retreat - 17 

When morning comes the birds arise - 19 

Whose is the gold that glitters in the mine ? 38 

Whatever passes as a cloud between - 49 

What a varying scene is a village church-yard 54 

Who is this at dawn of day - - 69 

We mourn for those who toil - 74 

What is life ? 'tis but a vapour - "«» 

When even! ng shadet ftncoe«^ ^« v^xi ^ 
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